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	1. Character Sheets

_Dramatis Personae_

The vast cast of characters in the HAYLO saga has been compared to those in other epic fantasies, such as _A Song of Ice of Fire _and _Wheel of Time. _Amongst its maelstrom of lost souls a reader may become confused by the dearth of rich characterization and subtle dialogue; so much is left unsaid by these strange and wondrous beings that it would take a mentally herculean effort to keep track of every motivation and development that has befallen them. To that end I have provided a quick list of the main and supporting players that have appeared so far, their personality traits, as well as the organizations they belong to in this game…this game amongst the stars called _HAYLO. _These character descriptions are adapted from 4.0 D&D statistics, in case there are any losers reading.

_UNSC (Humans): Otherwise known as the 'Unprotected Nasty Sex Cabal.'_

**The Chief**

Alignment: Chaotic Neuter

Strength: Retard

Intelligence: Idiot Wit

Charisma: Manic

Dexterity: Palsy

Wisdom: Senseless

Constitution: Implacable

**Oreo **

Alignment: Lawful Boob

Strength: Waif-fu

Intelligence: Politically Correct

Charisma: Moe

Dexterity: Josh Whedon

Wisdom: Washington State

Constitution: Granola Girl

**Sergeant Johnson**

Alignment: FIGHT THE POWER

Strength: That of a Fine Nigroid

Intelligence: Street-Wise

Charisma: Ebonics

Dexterity: Can Drop A Bag off Whilst Simultaneously Letting a Mag off

Wisdom: Charming Indigenous Folk

Constitution: Twelve Inches of Power.

**Major Silva (KIA)**

Alignment: Triple Agent

Strength: Superego

Intelligence: Superior

Charisma: Hannibal

Dexterity: Quick, like Silver

Wisdom: Vanity

Constitution: Can Deconstruct a Man for Hours

**Corporal McKay (KIA)**

Alignment: Most One Dimensional Character

Strength: Bitch-like

Intelligence: Bitchish

Charisma: Bitchy

Dexterity: Bitchness

Wisdom: Bitchtastic

**Captain Keyes (KIA)**

Alignment: 20th Century

Strength: Muscular Atrophy

Intelligence: Alzheimer's

Charisma: Adult Diapers

Dexterity: WHO ARE YOU?

Wisdom: Also Alzheimer's

Constitution: Iron Lung

**Mendoza (DIA – Dick in Ass)**

Alignment: whichever one is the gayest possible one

Strength: Fairy

Intelligence: Can Spot a Carrier from a Mile Away

Charisma: Even the Straight Boys Want Him

Dexterity: six dicks at once

Wisdom: Rubber? What Rubber?

Constitution: One Hour Assgasm

**Cortana**

Alignment: Binary Binding

Strength: Dominatrix Style

Intelligence: 12 Gigs of RAM

Charisma: Never Shuts the Fuck Up

Dexterity: Snap Crackle Pop

Wisdom: Comes from Pain

Constitution: Painfully Drawn Out

The Covenant (Aliens): A terrorist organization.

**Commander Darren (MIA – Maybe into Anal)**

Alignment: The Other Team

Strength: Very Heterosexually Masculine

Intelligence: Just because I read books doesn't mean I'm gay.

Charisma: Some of history's greatest leaders were gay…

Dexterity: I HAVE NEVER GOTTEN A REACH AROUND

Wisdom: Everyone gets an AIDS test every other month, don't they?

Constitution: I AM NOT GAY

**Kit Fisto**

Alignment: Dark Action Girl

Strength: Fucking AWP Whore

Intelligence: *List of Gun Facts*

Charisma: Deadpan

Dexterity: Bolt Action

Wisdom: Unfazeable

Constitution: Can Stake out that Shit for Hours

**Oz the Stealth Hunter**

Alignment: Helpfulness

Strength: Unholy

Intelligence: Undead

Charisma: Uninteresting

Dexterity: Unskilled

Constitution: Unvincible

**Eric the Jackal (KIA – He's Fucking Dead, Okay?)**

Alignment: Bro

Strength: Ping Pong

Intelligence: Dave Matthews

Charisma: Incubus

Dexterity: Gamecube

Constitution: I LOVE YOU BRO

The Wild Cards (The Village People)

**343 Guilty Spark (MAI – Maniacal Artificial Intelligence)**

Alignment: I Have no Mouth and I Must Scream

Strength: Massive extendible robo cock

Intelligence: If Every Molecule of my Being Screamed "HATE" It Would Not Be Enough

Charisma: Baby…have you ever seen a real hard drive?

Dexterity: Ray Bradbury was Right

Constitution: Can Satisfy an Entire Harem of Robots in one Night

**The Flood**

Alignment: Running out of ammo from shooting one zombie over and over again and then looking up and seeing the other zombies and being like OH SHIT and then you die.

Strength: Backing into doors and opening them while not looking at them and backing through the door into a huge horde of zombies that rips you apart gruesomely

Intelligence: Tripping over stuff while running through the forest and looking over your shoulder and then screaming as the camera zooms towards your face or mouth or something

Charisma: Standing by a window and yelling at the other survivors as the horde smashes through and grabs you and then tears you apart while everyone screams and you beg for your life and it's very shocking

Dexterity: Trying to save the strange, undead child by stuffing your hand into her mouth and then screaming loudly as the camera shakes back and forth and there's a bloody close up of your mutilated fingers and then someone starts shooting and the camera is dropped and then it's like oh my god noooooooooo tsssssssssssssh

Constitution: "But how can you kill something….THAT'S ALREADY DEAD

**Whitania (KIA – Kawai Intelligent Athena)**

Alignment: Her Children Must be Protected at all Costs

Strength: Like That of Athena, the Hunter

Intelligence: GURL POWEH

Charisma: My Inner Goddess Started Doing the Dance of the Seven Veils

Dexterity: LIKE A VAMPIRE

Constitution: wut lol is that some kind of sex jpoke?

**Cercil (WCA – Who Cares Anyways?)**

Alignment: Chaotic Bastard

Strength: FUCK SHIT MOTHER FUCKER

Intelligence: Sexual Predator

Charisma: Necrophilia

Dexterity: Tourettes

Wisdom: Mildly to Majorly Offensive

Constitution: Frankenstein

**The Master Chief (?)**

Alignment: Grimdark

Strength: ha ah ha ha

Intelligence cha ha ha ha

cHAaris ma Hu ha hea ha ha ha ha ha

D ex htheheh teytyheh eh he ha ha ha ha

Wishhhhha ha HA HA HA HA HA
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	2. HAYLO I Summary

The _HAYLO Saga _has been compared to many of the great literary sagas; the Twilight saga, the _Inheritance Cycle_, and the _Beauty_ trilogy (a ribald adventure by Anne Rice) are just a few of its literary contemporaries. While _HAYLO _is the best saga ever written, it is also most complex ever created in the history of western literature. It draws from many ancient sources, such as the legends of Gilgamesh, Inanna, and even the exploits of that mischievous trickster, Loki.

With this in mind I have created a short 'recap' of the first epic using Microsoft Auto Summary, in order to bring inattentive readers up to speed on the first installment of this magnum opus.

The Chief nodded. "I know, Chief. The Chief laughed. "Chief!" cried the Marine. The Chief gasped. "Chief! "Chief, Chief, can you hear me?" The Chief followed.

The Chief laughed. "Chief! The Chief shrugged. "Cortana!" hissed the Chief. "Keyes…" said the Chief. The Chief shrugged. "Yeah," said the Chief. The Chief looked. "Chief," came Cortana's voice. "Wow, Chief. "Cortana!" groaned the Chief. "Nice instincts, Chief."

"…Nice instincts, Chief." 

"Chief," began Cortana. The Chief stopped. "Uh…Chief? The Chief shrugged. **"CHIEF. **Like the Chief. "Wow Chief," began Cortana. The Chief sneered. The Chief laughed coyly. The Chief stared.

"I'm in Chief. The Chief sighed. "Cortana. "Shut up Chief." Master Chief! "That you, Master Chief?"

The Chief shrugged. You dig, Chief?"

"Wow," said the Chief. "Um, Chief," whispered Cortana. "Cercil." The Chief shrugged. Nice one Chief."

said the Chief. How is Chief? "Damn," said the Chief. The Chief's eyes widened.

"Chief! "Eyes up here Chief," said Oreo. "Lie down, Chief."

The Chief agreed. The Chief grinned. "Shut up Chief."

Screamed the Chief. "Great job Chief. "Chief, how—"

"Oh Chief," laughed Cortana. "Wait—" began the Chief. The Chief eyed Cercil's deformed body. "Well Chief," said Oreo. The Chief looked. "Uh, Chief? The Chief giggled. "Yeah," agreed the Chief. "AH!" the Chief jumped. The Chief stared. "ROOOOooOOOOOoooOOSTER!" screamed the Chief.

"Chief don't!" shouted Oreo. "Chief, wake up! The Chief paused. "Chief? Chief you there? The Chief squinted. The Chief blinked. The Chief fired. "Wait!" shouted Chief. Cercil head butted the Chief. The Chief's eyes widened.

The Chief's eyes widened. "Cortana! Oreo! "You'll see Chief. "Cercil?" asked the Chief. "Chief…"

"Chief! The Chief gasped. The Chief waited. "CHIEF!" growled the Sergeant. "No Chief! Bad Chief!" The Chief looked. "Not bad Chief. "The Chief," scoffed Silva. The Chief. "Uh, no, Chief. "Chief…"

"…Cortana?" The Chief's visor flashed. "Chief! The Chief pointed. The Chief stopped. The Chief felt light headed. Oreo. The Chief stared.

The Chief turned. Especially the Chief." Come now, Chief. "Chief! Chief, wake up!"

The Chief groaned. The Chief sighed. Cortana pointed at the Chief. The Chief laughed nervously. The Chief stopped. "God damn it Chief."

"Cortana?" "Wait!" sputtered the Chief. "What's wrong Chief?" _The Chief was dead_. "CHIEF!" "Chief!" "Whitania," mumbled the Chief. "Cortana!" started the Chief.

"No time, Chief. The Chief sighed. "Now!" screamed the Chief. "Oreo! "HEY CHIEF!"

The Chief gasped. "CHIEF! "CHIEF!

The Chief shot him.

The Chief smirked. _ "Oreo." _Good one, Chief. "Chief, stop—"

The Master Chief grinned. "It's the Master Chief. It's me, Chief. The Master Chief grinned. "We found Keyes, Chief. Calm down, Chief."

"Chief—I mean, um, Master Chief. Cercil. "DON'T CALL ME CHIEF!" screamed the Master Chief. The Master Chief roared. "….Cercil?"

The Master Chief laughed. Cercil. Chief. And—"

The Master Chief laughed. The Master Chief laughed. The Master Chief laughed. "Cortana?"

"Yeah, Chief. The Master Chief sighed. "Chief?" "Go ahead, Chief."

The Chief shook himself. The Chief stopped. The Chief faltered. The Chief gasped. MMMMM CCCCEEEeee CHIEF versus Cercil!"

The Chief scowled.

"Cercil!"


	3. Familiar Feces

**Tonight's Episode**

_**Familiar Feces**_

Space.

The final frontier.

It is generally agreed upon in the scientific community that space is as cold as ice. Normal measurements of 'final' and 'frontier' are simply not Star Trek enough to indicate just how cold it is, as cold as the penises of Trekkies themselves.

A dildo the size of a starship thrust through this loneliness, a flash of phallic violet against the rusting outline of a gas giant. The colossal sex toy decelerated as it approached a distant shape; a space cockhead orbited around the gas giant, turgid with the blood of a hundred million covie-ants, bigger than any of the tens of thousands of ships that walled it within a sphere of penis shaped war machines.

Deep inside High Charity (for this is what the galactic mushroom head was actually called) a trial was taking place. Hundreds of fugly alien races packed the floating pod-stands of the antechamber. Three simian creatures glared down from their hover chairs at the head of this assembly, their frail bodies made regal in golden headdresses and musty velvet robes. Standing erect next to the Prophets was a bear sized clump of wiry white pubes known as Tartarus.

Boos and urine rained as two brutes escorted an Elite into view. One of the old monkeys extended a wrinkled hand, rosy and soft as if he had masturbated a lot with it. His name was the Prophet of Truth. Truth was a notoriously raw asshole, and so a smile twisted his lips as, scorn showering upon him, the captive Elite was pushed into the center of the chamber.

The Elite looked up and faced the gathered multitudes of scorn that continued to deluge into his general area. He removed his—its color only faintly seen in the dim light—purple helmet. "Hey Covephants," he said, tucking it under an arm. "Glad to see you've all gathered for the annual gorgy-that's orgy, but with a 'g', so you know it's gay."

Tartarus's foot seemed to shake High Charity. "Silence, heretic!" His butt seemed to shake indefinitely. The two brutes beside the prisoner forced their charge to his knees with sadistic smiles on their faces. One of the Brutes extracted a putrid phallus and began to wave it back and forth. His victim's eyes widened, but before anything could happen the Prophet of Truth raised his withered hand once more. His hand smelled faintly of hand lotion.

"Enough." Silence fell immediately. Satisfied, Truth returned to the holographic notes shimmering above the arm of his throne. Below him the crowd buzzed in anticipation. As he continued to read he produced a packet of pink gum from his robes and popped two sticks into his mouth. He began to chew deliberately. The rustling of the wrapper and the soft squelching of the gum echoed throughout the court. Truth's jaw popped with every smack. Finally he spoke again, closing his notes with a wave. "We must stay vigilant, my Covenant; not a single one of the Elites involved in the Halo incident may escape justice, not even if death stands in the way."

The Prophet of Regret pressed his smaller throne up to Truth's. "Can I have some gum?"

"Get your own, petulant child."

"I don't have any."

"You should have thought of that, before."

Their spat was cut off when a white armored Elite in the audience raised his hand.

"Ah…Half-Killer. What is your objection this time?" Tension crackled throughout the room at Truth's barb.

"Just _why _is it that only us Elites are standing trial for the failure at Halo, huh?" Half-Killer widened his eyes and looked invitingly at the other Elites in council, who refused to make eye contact with him or speak up. "And what about all the other races involved? This trial is targeted at _us, _the Sangheili."

The prisoner turned his gaze up to the stands. The voice was familiar but lisping due to the man's disfigurement; two missing mini-jaws.

A sneer creased Truth's lips. "The Elites shall be held accountable for their failures. Too long have they been given preferential accolades over the magnificently special and talented Brutes." The Prophet looked fondly over at Tartarus and his giant donkey cock.

"Uh…" Half-Killer's butt hovered over his chair. "…be that as it may, this is not over!"

Truth popped a gum-bubble and turned back towards the accused. "As for you…due to your failure as Commander of the Halo fleet—"

"Captain's log," interrupted the prisoner. "Star date one two three four five—Commander Darren blew up Halo with the Truth and Reconciliation. Also, Truth is a cunt."

A chorus of gasps rose from the stands. Tartarus growled low in his throat, so low that it was actually his balls growling.

"Oh? Your claim is a dubious one, indeed." Truth scrolled through his notes once more, perusing some shitty anime fan art that he had downloaded. "This 'Commander Darren' does not exist in any record on our battle network. And really, if you're going to make someone up, try using a name that's not a human one."

In the stands Half-Killer began to whistle.

"Furthermore, regardless of the nature of your command, your inability to safeguard Halo was a colossal failure that only a terrible and shitty Elite could have performed." Truth's voice rose. "Too long have we let the Elites monopolize 'protecting the ancient ring world that we discover by chance.' Equal opportunity must be given to the extremely special and talented Brutes."

"Whatever-I know you're just upset because someone besides you won the Ms. High Charity beauty pageant last year."

The antechamber erupted into peals of laughter, much like orange peels but for that which makes them bitter; not the sting of citrusy oils, but the sourness of derision. Also Tartarus farted.

"Silence! That contest was rigged, and all of you know it!" Truth went beet red despite his words and his right hand pumped up and down in reflexive rage. Speaking of masturbation the Prophet of Regret moved up behind him.

"I say we end this farce, Truth: the time has come for the cock of justice to be sheathed into the bung of villainy."

"An excellent metaphor; now I remember why I promoted you." Truth inclined his head and glanced at the third member of his threesome: the Prophet of Mercy. The aging holy man(?) had fallen asleep. The faint smell of ass drifted to Truth on the open air. "Okay, no." He swiveled back to the room at large. "There has been enough rhetoric this night. I pronounce the heretic guilty." A bubble of clamor burst and subsided in the time between his breaths. "Tartarus, confiscate the infidel's armor and brand him with the mark that befits his fall."

"Sure." Tartarus seized his victim by the arm and whispered into his ear: "We're gonna have a lot of fun together,"

The Elite ignored Tartarus and turned to the antechamber at large. "This is bruteshit. I know you're out there, Darren! I know that you know that you and me know that we are the only ones who know what happened on Hayknow!"

Truth peered down his flat nose, or rather his face. "It's you and 'I.'"

It was no use: the prisoner's diatribe set the crowd to boiling. Half-Killer buried his face in an upside down newspaper.

"Get him out of here!" screeched Regret, pushing his chair forwards. Truth slapped him back as the uproar from the crowd reached a crescendo.

Now the disgraced Elite's jaws dropped. "FUCK ALL OF YOU, YOU MOTHERFUCKING COCK SUCKING FOCK SOCKETING THROUGH A SHIT BLISTER THAT'S SCRAPING INTO A ROTTTEN CUNT FLAPPING ASS JACK OFF A DIKE KIKE'S HONKEY RED DOT LOVE HOLE WITH A HORSE DICK LICKING NIGGER CHEESE EATING A CUM CHUGGING BUTT SNORTING SNIFFREAK OFF A BOILED GOAT UP A WHITE BREAD INJUN EYE DEER BLOWING EAR RAPING PENIS PUMPING BUTT PLUGGING FAGGOT!"

"Fool!" Truth cackled in derision, his withered laugh breaking through the clamor. "You have no power here, Cercil the Purple. This is my domain!"

"No!" Cercil stared down at his hands in horror, even though his evil powers did not come from his hands. Hands are just interesting.

The Brutes began to drag him out to his anal fate. The crowd began to chant: "HERETIC, HERETIC!"

"HAIRY DICK!" Cercil recoiled from Tartarus. The doors to the antechamber opened. "You've gotta believe me! It was Whitania! She tricked me and Darren both! It's all the Mary Sue's fault, I had nothing to do with Halo—or the child!—I can tell you all about the baby, baby!" He shook his fist at the stands. "WHERE IS SHE DARREN!? You stole my daughteeeeer!"

Truth closed the internet browser he had been using and mimed quotation marks with his fingers. "Ah yes, _fan girls_, the ancient and unstoppable enemy of the universe coming to destroy us all. We have dismissed these claims."

Cercil railed against him. The doors slammed shut on his threats of brutal snuff rape.

_And somewhere else in the universe…_

"Ya really did a number on this armor, boy; computer system's fried, visor's smeared, seal's broken, semen stains in the lining, holes in the butt plate, snapped catheter…"

The Chief put his impassive, gold-faced helmet back on. "Someone complains lots even though they don't actually have to fight anything."

Gunnery Gunsmith 'Guns' Guthery scowled up at the seven feet of Spartan before him. "I ain't complaining. Jes' next time, remember the guy who cleans up the shit in your armor is the guy who loads your guns, too"

"I usually end up using the weapons of dead Marines." The Chief looked Gunny the Gunsmith up and down. "Huh. Maybe you should get new job."

Gunny's wiry stubble fairly bristled in beta-male fury. "Hey—you hear this, mister 'super soldier,'" he sassed his metabolic hips, enfattened as a sedentary, vaguely Southern gentleman's would be, "for every soldier that the UNSC puts on the ground, ten thousand bucks worth of blood sweat and tears from guys like me were paid to get 'em there."

The Chief dusted off his gauntlets. "Sorry, but your problems are so small I can't even understand them. The only thing smaller than them is my penis."

"What?"

"It all started with an accident in the women's locker room back on Reach where some garden shears stabbed my prostate. I didn't know there was a problem until I started peeing blood. Well, things only went downhill from there."

"Now just a minute, I didn't ask—"

"Doctor Hazing did the best she could but in the end I ended up without a penis. By the way, in old China, younicks were important and wanted as war commanders. They peed through straws."

"Hold on—"

"Things looked up when I fused with my evil opposite brother and re-grew all the body parts I lost. But after a demon was unlocked in my brain I ate parts of myself, including those parts and a bunch of other parts. Well, Cortana did the best she could with her robot surgery when I got back to Earth, but I'll just say my wiring got a little crossed if you know what I mean."

Trance like, Gunny un-holstered his pistol and cocked its hammer back, then pushed the weapon into his mouth.

"Now I pee a fecal urine mix—"

At that moment Sergeant Sgt. Johnson strutted into the room. The Chief dropped his monologue and locked onto the black Sergeant. "Johnson! How's it hanging my man Friday?"

Johnson smiled magnanimously. "Long and brown, baby. What's up?"

"Just telling Gunnery Guns about my ravaged urethra."

Johnson eyed the poor man and the pistol in his hand. "Another dang-ass pate popper? Guns, if you keep this shit up we'll rack five people dead this week! You've really gotta check talking about the situation down there, Chief—it's more real than Reach."

The Chief's chest inflated. "REMEMBER REACH!"

Gunny put down his pistol and opened his eyes. "I'll give life a second chance, but only 'cause you asked so nice, Johnson. But I thought you croaked in the Halo incident."

The Chief spoke for Johnson. "He wasn't dead…just _taking a breather_."

Gunny shook his head. "Now just wait a damn second. I was thinking of Mendoza. Say, where is that little guy…" He licked his lips, his face gaining a strange aspect. "I'd like to…have a word with him."

"Ain't ya married, brutha?" asked Johnson.

"Not for long."

"Hell. Sorry Guns, Mendoza's classified." Johnson grabbed the Chief by the hand and led him towards the elevator.

"Classified, huh? Ye can forget about those XL sized condams you had me pick up at the drugstore! And you can forget about those Malcolm X quotes you wanted scratched on yer shotgun!"

Johnson ignored the man.

The Chief let himself be led along, calling over his shoulder to Guns: "I'll finish my story later." He turned to Johnson. "I didn't see Mendoza after Halo…know what happened to him?

"My bad homeslice, this nigga is under orders to keep that on the dl."

"I should have known never to trust the word of a black devil." He followed Johnson into the elevator and pressed down.

"I'm gonna ignore that, whitey. Fo' yo' sake." Johnson pressed up, because they were supposed to go up.

"It's times like these when I think of Captain Keyes." The Chief sighed as they both looked out the window of the elevator, out onto the small shopping mall that every orbital MAC cannon was fitted with. Idly, he picked out every minority he could find.

"Ya talkin' 'bout bein' a racist honkey, M to the Chief?" Johnson slapped the Spartan's back. "No worries. You gotta take the good with the jacked up."

"Don't touch me, tar baby."

"Heeey, okay, okay. Hey, we're gonna meet up with dat fine-ass Lieutenant Oreo today, right?" Johnson winked conspiratorially. "Bet dat ass sized rack will cheer ya up!"

"I don't know. Things have been weird lately."

_Elsewhere…_

Back on High Charity Tartarus and his brutes dragged Cercil onto a ledge overlooking a cavernous, inside out city. Perhaps a million beings lined the great walls, and they all cheered for Cercil's blood. The Brutes walked him out into the center and stood him on a big hovering platform in the middle of the mega city itself. All would witness what was about to take place.

Cercil eyed the assembled for a moment, then looked up blearily at Tartarus. "Does this remind you of Star Wars, too?"

"Silence heretic!" The crowd reciprocated Tartarus and began to chant again. "Heretic! Heretic!" Tartarus led the chant for a moment and turned to Cercil, and his ursine mouth twisted in pleasure. "They can smell the stench of your fear."

"Is that what that is-thought it was the stench of your breath."

Tartarus smirked and beckoned the other brutes. "Westrain him!" They complied, binding Cercils hands and feet up with bands of alien technology. Then the bands began to glow, because they were alien technology, and alien technology glows.

"Oh wow, and we just met, too," said Cercil, making the obligatory fearless captive gay joke. Then he added his own clever and witty spin to it. "I'm going to tear out your heart and fuck it into bloody meatloaf."

"Uh oh," said Tartarus. "Looks like we have got a badass over here."

_And back with the humans…_

The elevator was still climbing, the shopping mall dropping away. Johnson turned from the window. "So mah nigga in Chief….is it true?"

"Is what true." The Chief stared at his own reflection in the glass—half there and half faded, almost like some sort of metaphor.

"Ya dig to my jive, Chief? Didja busta nut?"

"…No?"

"Fuck you." Johnson punched him in the shoulder, then shook out his aching hand. "Is It true that you and Oreo did it when we got back to Earth?"

"Who told you that?"

"Shit. Rumors run fast through a posse. There ain't no virgins in fox holes."

"No one would stay virgin for long in the ghetto, either."

Johnson just glared at him.

"Kidding." The Chief hooked his thumbs through his combat harness and rocked back and forth from his toes to his heels. "You could say me and the Lootenant got to know each other a little better, yeah."

"Oh yeah?" Johnson grinned. "An' how was it, niggs?"

The Chief mimed a vigorous thrusting motion. "I had her up against the wall with my three foot big dick like _this_, and she was all _unf, unf_, and I was all _you like that baby once you go white you'll never be tight_, and—"

"Now jus' hold on a sec—I thought you said you didn't have a—" Johnson's laughter died in his throat. The Chief turned around to find the elevator door open and Lieutenant Oreo standing before them. She was dressed in women's clothing that was described in unnecessary detail.

Johnson was the first to speak. "Yo shorty, we was just talking about—"

"-the last time I cybered with Cortana," the Chief blurted out.

Inwardly, Johnson shook his head at the Chief's failure to two-time like a true player.

Oreo's face fell. "The last time? Oh. I hope it was back before Halo."

"It sure was."

"Uh-huh." Oreo stood with her arms crossed as she watched the Chief and Johnson disembark. "So, how've things been with you, Chief?"

"I need a father figure."

"I'm sorry to hear that." She pulled the Chief's hand towards the staircase, up which a floating news camera appeared.

"GUILTY SPARK!" The Chief pushed Oreo to the ground and then leapt over her to smash his fist into the camera's lens. It sputtered and then clattered to the ground. Two young reporters stared in shock at their broken equipment.

Oreo picked herself up and dusted her breasts off. "Oh, uh…sorry. The Chief's a little—"

"OREO I SAVED YOU."

"Retarded." She flinched. "I mean, differently-abled."

"But-but," one of the anchors sputtered "my camera! My coverage! My job!"

"OH MY GOD OREO LOOK MORE COVENANTS."

"We should probably go."

Once the normal people had all run away, Johnson came out of the elevator. Then he left the elevator and accompanied the Chief and Oreo down the stairs. "Say mah nigga in Chief, I thought I told ya to put on some bling or some shit for the ceremony."

The Chief was still shaking with adrenaline. "I don't understand, could you repeat that in fucking English?"

They stepped off the stairs towards Lord Hood and the witnesses assembled in the Command Center. "Sorry Johnson, I told him not to take your, um, 'advice,'" said Oreo. "This is the armor that he blew up Halo in. I thought it should be the armor that he receives his medals in."

The Chief planted his fists on his hips. "See, Johanson, she's smart."

A new voice cut into their conversation. "Brilliant idea. Except for one tiny problem: you can't pin medals on titanium alloy."

"Cortana!" exclaimed the Chief, rushing over to the holographic pedestal by the CIC's main console. "Long time no see!"

"Hey Chief," said Cortana from the SPARTAN's crotch level. Her hologram was now wearing leather chaps and a rider's cap complete with a majestic pony tail.

Oreo approached, glaring at the A.I.'s ensemble. "What's with the outfit?"

"Thought I'd dress up for the Chief's big special day."

"I'm scared," said the Chief.

"You definitely should be. Controlling this Orbit MAC cannon nearly fulfills my installation long dream of having an enormous dick to penetrate helpless men with—firing superheated shells into the ass ends of femmy Covenant engines comes a close second. To coming in someone's ass."

The Chief made sure he was facing her fully. "I hope some dreams were never meant to come true."

"I'll show you a dream come true," said Cortana. "In your ass."

Johsnon leaned over to Oreo. "Guess they gearin' up fo' round two, shorty!"

"Oh, that's really funny."

_On the other side of the galaxy…_

Orange light enveloped Cercil. It seared his flesh and dug under his purple armor. Black husks clattered to the deck, taking some of his flesh with them. Bare nerves and muscles were exposed to the hungry eyes of the crowd.

"That tickles."

"Funny you should say that," Tartarus growled as a gigantic metal dildo rose from the floor. It was easily seven feet long, made of gold, and covered in odd spikes and protrusions with a very sharp tip for prostate stimulation. On the end was a burning orange seal: the Mark of Shame.

Cercil's eyes widened to the size of flying saucers. "Why, fuck your ass every Friday night! Is that from your personal collection, Tartanus?"

Tartarus just leered, idly stroking the side of the huge tool. "Strip him."

The brutes obeyed, removing whatever dignity the alien left. Which was none. Everyone laughed at him.

"Now…turn the heretic around."

"It's funny," said Cercil. "I don't think I even have an anus."

The Brute Chieftain licked his lips. "Hm. Guess we'll have to _rectify _that."

_Okay, that's enough of that._

"I can't believe you're doing this to me," hissed Oreo to the Chief as Lord Hood droned on. They were standing in a line with Johnson and a dozen Marines who were there to bear witness to the ceremony.

The Chief glanced down at her distractedly, his eyes fixed on Lord Hood's jowls. "Do what?"

"Are you still having horrible depressing cyber-sex with Cortana or not?"

"I knew you were going to complain about that _eventually_."

"So am I boring to you or something? Is that where we are now?"

"You're sooooo controlling. You're just like Cortana!" The Chief poked Oreo in the tit. "I wish there was a woman just like you, but who didn't bug me all the time. And who had normal boobs."

Oreo angrily pushed one of her breasts aside so that she could see the Chief. "Did you tell Johnson? He's been giving me some sort of knowing frat boy look."

"Excuse me." Lord Hood stopped reading from the small post-it taped tactfully on a soldier's rigid back. "Can I have your attention, guys?"

The gang managed a few nods and some muttered apologies.

"Thanks. Miranda Keyes, please step forwards."

A woman stepped out of their line from the Chief's right. She was short and thin like a thirteen year old girl but she was definitely eighteen, with pale white skin, dark black hair, and liquid black eyes. Her breasts were of medium size and were easily apparent beneath the detailed and fully described clothing that she wore.

The Chief stared. "Hey Oreo, I didn't know you had a hot twin sister."

"What…but neither did I!" Oreo just watched in silent perplexity as Lord Hood tried to pin Miranda Keyes's medal on with shaking hands. A large pin accidentally pierced the girl's nipple through her military grays and she let out a gasp, back arching.

"There you go miss," said Lord Hood obliviously. "I would have called you up by your rank and given you a speech, but I don't think anyone knows what you actually do around here."

"No big deal." Miranda sighed, a red spot appearing around the medal. "Thanks, sir."

Cortana's hologram glanced from Miranda to Oreo. "I like the new bitch. She is pretty ugly, though."

Johnson hooked his thumbs through his belt as if anticipating a debriefing. "Speak fo' yoself! Dat beyatch is fine. I wouldn't mind tappin dat ass." He bit his lower lip.

"Screw you guys, okay," said Oreo.

Lord Hood raised his voice. "Master Chief Petty Officer 117, please step forwards."

"Oh brother, my full name? Am I in for it now." The Chief walked sulkily up to Lord Hood and took his place beside Miranda.

"Just a sec." Hood began to rummage around inside the medal box. "Uh…this one? No. This one. Or maybe…"

Miranda looked up at the Chief. "Damn. You must be the Master Chief. You knew my father, right?"

"Call me Chief. And yeah, he kidnapped me about twenty years ago and gave me to a life of child abuse and violence. I've got mixed feelings."

"Hell, I guess that makes you kind of an old geezer to me. And boy do I find older men unbelievably attractive." She winked.

"Okay!" Lord Hood snapped up a small sun shaped medal from the box. "We're good to go, guys." He cleared his throat. "It is my honor, Master Chief, to present you with this medal of honor. Your service during the Halo incident in repelling threats both inter-dimensional and extraterrestrial goes above and beyond the call of duty. You have more than earned this thin small piece of tin."

"I appreciate it," said the Chief as the medal was taped to his chest with scotch tape. "I should also get a medal for being abducted and psychologically tortured and physically tortured, and then mutilated and turned into a monster."

"No, Dr. Hastily got a medal for that." Lord Hood turned away. "Next!"

Oreo approached at a strategic angle to avoid spooking the Spartan. "Try and go to your happy place, Chief."

"I'm gonna throw this medal in the trash."

The audience stirred. Someone took a picture and the Chief raised a hand to shield his visor. Oreo patted him on the shoulder, her face a mixture of irritation and concern.

"Well, this ceremony couldn't be going any better," said Lord Hood loudly. He turned to Oreo. "Ah, Lieutenant. It is my honor to present you with this medal of honor. Your service during the Halo incident in repelling threats both inter-dimensional and extraterrestrial goes above and beyond the call of duty."

"Oh. Well, at least my work is being appreciated by someone."

Lord Hood made to pin the medal onto her breast but she waved him off.

"No thanks, Admiral. I'm no hero. Also, I wasn't hoping to get my nipples pierced any time soon."

"Good choice," said Cortana to the room at large. "No reason to draw any more attention to your whore udders; I'm sure you get enough tricks as it is."

Oreo shot the Chief a look. "Can't you shut her up?"

"Shut who up?" asked the Chief.

Miranda was staring at the Lieutenant's chest. "Wow. Are those natural? I wouldn't mind motor boating you, girl!" She winked at Oreo too, who just looked at the girl in disgust.

"What is your deal, anyways?"

Lord Hood interrupted their squabbling. "Sergeant Sgt. Avery S. '3rd Street Saints' Johnson, please step forwards."

"Here I be!" The black Sergeant strutted up to Lord Hood, his fatigues hanging so low down as to reveal his long and onyx underwear.

"Looks like the man's going back to black," observed Cortana.

The Chief nodded. "The ancient evil awakes."

"Jesus Christ," said Oreo to the universe at large.

Lord Hood was staring at Johnson. "…Sergeant? Are you alright?"

"Sho' thang homeslice jes' chillin in my digs you dig," exclaimed Johnson, throwing up M side.

"Glad to hear it, son." Hood opened the medal box. "It is my honor to present you with this medal of honor. Your service during the Halo incident in repelling threats both inter-dimensional and extraterrestrial goes above and beyond the call of duty." He pinned the medal to Johnson's shirt.

Johnson frowned down at it. "The hell is this!? I asked for one in the shape of a 3rd Street clover!" He tore the medal off and threw it to the ground. Lord Hood sighed and knelt to pick it up.

Cortana piped up. "I deserve a medal more than anyone here. Where's my medal?"

"Are we done yet?" asked Oreo, raising her hand.

The Chief raised his hand too. "Can I have my childhood back?"

"Everyone shut up!" Lord Hood took off his hat and revealed his gleaming bald patch. The room went deathly silent. "This isn't your fucking birthday party, okay? This is an award ceremony to show the people on earth how much we appreciate the troops, and the sacrifice of Commander Keyes!"

Miranda Keyes stopped grabbing a Marine's dick and looked up. "What? It's no prob, gramps. I like men in uniform. So did my dad, actually."

"Oh my god," said the Chief. "I just realized—award ceremony, medals, and I'm the tallest person here…I'm the WOOKIE!"

_Elsewhere in space-time…_

Cercil Saltstein awoke to Tartarus's hairy ass and balls waving back and forth in front of him as he was dragged through the cells. He groaned. "Sorry Tartanus, I'm not into Wookies."

"Ah, you're awake," said Tartarus without looking over his shoulder. He let out a huge fart which he had apparently been saving. It smelled like old lettuce.

"Fuck you," gagged Cercil. Tartarus just laughed. One of the brutes turned Cercil's head to the side, making him look at one of the cells. A few Jackals were in there doing hardcore prison things.

"My God," said Cercil. "Is he…benching five hundred?"

"That fate and more awaits you," burbled one of the Brutes, licking his lips. "After the Jackals are done pumping your iron, we shall have first _bite_ of you."

Tartarus spanked the Brute, who giggled. "Don't be silly Cassius—you know he's gonna be _all mine_."

Cercil listened to this and shuddered. "Damn guys, is it just me or is it really cold in here? My nips are like pop corn kernels."

"So are mine," said Tartarus.

The brutes dragged him into yet another fucking god damn gigantic antechamber, but this time they left Tartarus and the Prophets waiting there to handle Cercil.

Cercil stood up. His stance was oddly bow-legged. He was still naked. "Jiminy quimny, you old taints really like big enormous rooms! Having all this space must remind you of your mothers' donkey dick stretched birth canals."

"Where is the Mark of Shame, Tartarus?" asked Truth. "Did I not tell you to brand him?"

"Heh, he's branded all right," said Tartarus. "Just not anywhere where the sun does shine."

Cercil inserted a finger into his ear and twisted. "I think Bearforce One here gave me heavy metal poisoning."

Truth just stared at Tartarus for a long time. Whether his gaze was infused with rage or eroticism, only an entire desk drawer full of used condoms in High Charity's nastiest anonymous sex dungeon could tell.

"So." Regret carefully changed the direction of the conversation away from Cercil's ass. "I suppose you are wondering why you're here and why you haven't been staked up in the Halls of High Charity to slowly die?"

"I suppose that you've got something interesting in store for me?" Cercil attempted to light a cigarette and lean casually up against the wall in a show of defiance, but unfortunately there were no walls so he fell over. There were plenty of cigarettes around, though.

Regret moved forwards. "Do you know where we are?"

Cercil look around. "I don't know. I see a lot of faggots."

Tartarus snorted. Truth turned to stare at him once more.

"Try again," said Regret.

Cercil saw the coffins lining the walls, and the big pod that had a sign saying 'Arbiter's Armor' on it. There were a lot of coffins out there, stretching on forever.

"Yep, definitely faggots."

Regret turned to Truth. "Let's kill him."

"No. The Brutes killed and ate all the other Elites that I framed—or rather, that I found guilty."

Tartraus belched his ominous, rumbling laugh. In truth he was passing gas out of both ends of his body, but nobody had ever been able to tell the difference.

"Hmph." Regret turned back to Cercil. "So. What do you _actually_ see, here in the ARBITER'S mausoleum?"

"'Arbies?' Where's the beef, ya sack of baby-dicks?" Cercil winked at Tartarus. Tartarus winked back, but not with his the eyes on his head. Cercil paled.

"Y-e-s," picked up Truth as Regret searched for his aspirin. "The Arbiters, indeed. They were created and consumed in times of unprecedented crisis; The Grunt Rebellion; The Hunter Rebellion; The Rebellion Without a Cause."

"Whatcha got?" asked Cercil. "Any…" he waggled his eyebrows. "'Cigarettes?'"

Truth closed his eyes and rubbed the bridge of his nose. "Do—do you know why we have brought you here, to this hall of dead heroes?"

"Fresh baked bagels?"

"…No. You are to be the new Arbiter. You will carry out heroic and martyring tasks for me—that is, us—or rather, the Covenant—"

"Uh-huh."

"-until you die, and believe me you will, in a rather sticky, messy way I might add."

Tartarus grinned.

"The only thing more foreshadowing than that is Tartarus's foreskin," said Cercil.

"Glad you like it," grunted Tartarus.

"Both of you be silent." Truth pointed at Cercil. "When you die you will be interred here in a garbage bag, your honor restored. If you refuse you will die now after being further shamed and humiliated."

Cercil covered his mouth in horror. "So, no bagels—no bagels at _all_?"

Tartarus smirked. "There'll be some doughy bagel holes all right…_with chocolate chips_."

"Oh god," said Cercil.

Truth's lips curled back on yellowing teeth. "Indeed. We have a special chair in mind for you, abomination…"

"_Oh god_," said Cercil.

Regret moved forwards once more. "Do you accept the gift that we offer? Your, uh, 'honor' restored, a place in the dimming annals of Sangheili history secured, and a glorious death provided?"

"What's a Sangheili?"

"You are. You." Regret looked questioningly at Truth. "…He is, right?" Mercy fated uncertainly and Truth shrugged.

Tartarus looked down his ursine muzzle at the Elite. "And like they said: if you don't accept, then I get you."

Cercil avoided the Brute's gaze. "Fine, I'll be your holy Jihad warrior or whatever—but there better be some clothes involved."

"We'll come to that in a moment," said Regret, pointing at Cercil's naked body.

Ha ha, get it?

"For now…" Truth pressed a button. A hologram of an Eite in strange armor appeared.

"Open your eyes my brothers," said the recording. "Well, I mean, open whatever you use

to see. Open your photo receptors my brothers; our Prophets are liars! And they masturbate—"

Truth deactivated the recording.

"Whoa whoa, what was that last thing he said?" Cercil popped his knuckles. "Gotta know it, for mission intel."

"It was nothing," said Truth and Regret together. Mercy farted nervously.

"Heretics!" Regret burst out. "They would use our awesome technology to broadcast their lies!"

"Yeah, okay, whatever," said Cercil. "So you want me to go to that guy's club house, kill his boyfriends, and then begin my roaring rampage of vengeance against the Covenant?"

Truth rolled his eyes. "I did not hear that last one—did you say

'kill me now, I am here, kill me, I want to die?'"

Cercil waved a hand. "'Bring justice to the heretic leader,' then."

Truth smirked. "What an odd lapse. It must be my age."

"I'll show you an odd lapse." Tartarus leered at Cercil, who sneered back.

"No need, cottage cheese dick—you already backed it up back in the hallway."

Truth pointed to the Arbiter's Armor pod, which was descending slowly to Cercil's side. "Be silent and put the armor on, now. You should be honored that our divine gaze would fall upon your foul body if even for a moment."

"Is that how fast you are?" Cercil waved his pelvis back and forth. "Glad you guys finally came to that."

Ha ha, get it?

Regret pointed to the Arbiter's armor more insistently with his rigid finger. "Go get dressed you cheap slut. The cash is on the table." He and Truth snickered to each other.

"Fuck you guys-I was faking it when I came to that anyways." Cercil walked over to the armor and examined it. The armor was old, very old, but it shone with a radiant light. The faint shimmer of shielding ran over its plates, and strange engravings covered its breast. Cercil lifted the helmet and set it on his head. He turned to face the Prophets, determination in his eyes, and drew a breath.

"Faggots."

_And elsewhere in the known universe…_

Cortana said: "Sorry to interrupt this tea party," said Cortana HA HA OOPS, "but a bucket load of Covenant ships just spooged all over our defense grid. We've got about five minutes before we all get rammed up the ass with plasma lasers."

"Oh, no, the Covenant finally found Earth," said Oreo hollowly. "I can't believe it…"

The Chief looked around. "Wait, we're near Earth? I thought we were just in space or something."

Lord Hood put his hat back on. "Cortana, activate the MAC cannons and tell them to fire at will. We need shells in the air—I mean, the space. And get the troops ready to repel boarders; we'll need everything we've got defending this grid. If it falls, then Earth does too." He nodded to the Chief. "And somebody get this strapping young soldier a weapon."

"Thanks," said the Chief.

"I meant Miranda Keyes." Hood patted her on the butt, and she giggled and began to grind on him.

"Come on, Chief, we've got work to do," said Oreo, leading him out as Hood got a little creeped out.

"Thanks for the heads up but I knew that on my own." The Chief removed Cortana from her holo-pedestal and slid her thick, hard memory drive into his tight, hot usb port. The interface was like a gentle wave of icy needles washing over his skin.

Her voice pricked his brain. "I'm open to a freebie before we go, Chief. But next time you'll pay in anal blood."

The Chief clicked his shoulder blades and rolled his neck."Let's hold off on the 'hands free' until I get to go weapons free." He turned to Oreo. "Hey Betty, I need a weapon."

Ore had been watching this display. "Check your ass, maybe you've still got a light saber stuck in there, from back on Halo. I'm surprised you can't already see it."

Johnson leaned unsubtly towards the Chief's ear. "She mean you got yo' head up yo' ass, nigga."

The Chief pushed him away. "I've had so much kinky sex with Cortana that there's no way we could have missed something that big in there."

"Now that's a conversation stopper," said Oreo.

"More like a conversation _starter_," said Cortana.

They headed down a flight of metal stairs. Oreo gave the Chief a look. "Is that supposed to make me jealous, or something? Because it really, really doesn't."

"Sure it doesn't, or something," said Cortana.

The Chief looked around the lower level of the MAC cannon they had just entered. "I need a weapon guys. Where're all the power weps?"

"My brother," said Johnson, putting a hand on the Chief's shoulder. "Look not for a weapon; violence only begets violence, which in turn begets violence."

"Good," said the Chief. He tore the medal of honor off his armored chest and threw it to the floor, then stepped on it as he made for one of the weapons racks. Miranda Keyes caught up to them moments later.

"Hey guys!" She winked at the Chief and Oreo simultaneously. "Oooh, looking for tools of the trade, huh? I've got my own bag of tools." She gave the Chief a sly look. "Maybe I can show them to you later, big guy, huh?"

The Chief smirked. "My life is full of sexy ladies."

"Oooh!" Oreo clapped her hand to her forehead. "I get it! She's like a female, hetero Mendoza!"

"It's like Oreo 2.0," said Cortana on the Chief's closed speakers. "But they replaced the political correctness with a whore."

Johnson smiled suavely down at Miranda. "So, white meat…you ever tried the dark?"

Miranda ignored him, grabbed an assault rifle off the rack, and hefted it towards the Chief. "Here Chief! It's a slab of steel specially designed to spew hot lead into alien assholes." She grinned." I prefer candle wax, myself."

The Chief's helmet titled back. "…Well."

"No," said Oreo. "Don't ever do that." She grabbed a shotgun, the most powerful close range weapon humanity had ever produced. "We're dealing with close quarters here, Chief. You want this."

"But the assault rifle is so…" Miranda ran a hand over its curved contours. "Cold." She hissed in pleasure, nails digging into the ridge of the rifle barrel, her eyes half closing. "And it's…firm."

"I'm firm," said Johnosn.

The Chief grabbed a rocket launcher. "I'll just use this."

Oreo was dubious, as usual. "Uh, I don't know. That kind of weapon seems kind of dangerous on a space station."

"I love dangerous men," Miranda beamed.

"Oh really?" The Lieutenant touched the butt of her pistol. "So, how do you like dangerous women?"

"Even more."

Oreo's eyes widened.

"I'll take that shortgun, shorty," said Johnson, wrenching it out of Oreo's slack grip. He eyed Miranda out of the corner of his eye. "It's long, thick, and black. Just how I like 'em."

Miranda hugged the assault rifle to her breasts. "Whatever, I'll keep this. It's so incredibly cold on my nipples."

Oreo looked over at the rack. That is, the weapons rack—there was only one weapon left.

"An SMG, huh?" mused the Chief. "I think that's appropriate because Oreo is pretty intimate with sand already, it makes sense that she'd want to shoot it at people."

Johnson leaned over to Oreo. "He means you got sand in yo' vagina, nigga!"

"Yeah, thanks, I get it."

"Enough talk, time is a' wasting, " said the Chief. "I need to get to hangar and kill some heretics!"

Oreo gave Johnson a worried look. "Do you know what's he's talking about?"

"No idea, shorty."

"Huh."

They followed the Chief down the stairs to fight the evil Covenant. Little did they know that the Covenant were not evil, but only poor misguided souls searching for redemption in a tragic and uncaring universe.

War, what is it good for? Absolutely nothin'!


	4. Bazaar Banter Bonanza

**Tonight's Episode**

_**Banter Bonanza Bazaar**_

The rag tag band of misfits watched with primed weapons as the steel door across the computer room began to glow, warmed by the barrage of plasma that Covenant soldiers were applying to its other side like white hot butter on a reinforced croissant.

"Time to reunite with our old friends in the Covenant," said the Chief with the brimming confidence of the stereotypical action hero. Tragically, the motion of his jaw caused a nerve to fire off in his brain, which caused his trigger finger to twitch, which caused him to fire a missile from his rocket launcher, which collided with a cluster of Marines that had hunkered down to play craps in one corner of the room, which caused them to explode. The Marines who had taken cover elsewhere were too busy trading sexual drug deals whilst making favors to notice the deaths of their comrades.

Oreo ducked as several chunks of broiled clone-flesh flew over her head. "Old friends, huh? Honestly it's probably safer to be your enemy."

"Don' werry 'bout tham Marines, girl," Sergeant Johnson offered this consolation around a fat cigar: "'s like steppin' on a spider, shorty; shoo,'s a livin' thang, but they so disgustin' an' inhuman that you can't even give a phuck."

The Chief reloaded his rocket launcher. "I feel the same way about you, Johnson."

"Sheeet."

Miranda stopped riding her rifle and looked up at the carnage the Chief had caused. "Whoa. That was a pretty explosive payload. Try to keep it in your pants there, soldier!" She winked. The Chief grinned at her, though nobody saw it.

Cortana was also aroused by the death of twelve 'people.' "What a shame. They're nothing more than work for the janitorial staff now, right Sergeant Johnson?"

"What th' fuck are you implyin' by directing that question towards me, honkey donkey!? Not all janitors are black, ya' racist! Go fuck yo' self!"

The Chief sighed. "Gee I wish Mendoza was here! He would fuck himself."

"Jelly!" said Miranda enviously. "I've been trying to do that for ages!"

"Be careful what you wish for, Chief," said Oreo in disgust. "You might just get someone exactly like what you wish for."

He nodded. "And then I'll wish for a sexy cat fight between two similar looking women."

"Similar?" said Miranda Keyes. "What are you talking about?"

Cortana huffed. "Johnson, look at Oreo and Miss Keyes. They're obviously physically similar, right? Except for the tits."

Johnson held up a bling encrusted hand. "Ladies, please. All bitches look the same to me. …Except for the tits."

"That's funny," said the Chief. "Because all black people look the same to me."

At that moment the steel door on the far side of the room melted like the hearts of odd smelling fan girls reading male impregnation fan fiction.

"Oh no!" said Miranda. "The door just broke!"

Lieutenant Oreo rounded on her. "Hey, why don't you do what Mendoza would do and fuck them to hold them off?."

"Huh." Miranda Keyes eyed the Covenant squad as it began to take cover. "I like the way you think, O-Bitch."

Johnson hefted his pants. "Miss Keyes, if you really want to experiment you could play _Indi-Anal Moans_ to my _Myth of the Black Penis_."`

Miranda's lip curled. "You are SO gross."

There was a great explosion and a flash of light. Everyone ducked as a mangled Covenant Elite flew over their heads in a shower of fizzy grape drink, a blackened grape fanta from the nearby vending machine clutched in his flaming hand. Miranda was covered in a huge spray of purple liquid, which she sucked off of her fingers. Her body quivered.

"Oh, gross," said the Chief as he and everyone else stared at her. "Grape fanta tastes like a faggot."

"Chief!" Oreo looked at him reproachfully. "What would Mendoza say if he heard you using the 'f word?'"

"I don't know. What does he usually say?"

Now Miranda Keyes looked over the smoking corpses that now littered the floor of the computer room. She pointed. "Hey. That guy is pretty hot."

Oreos snapped her fingers. "Exactly. Wait…were you talking about the corpses?"

"Ugh, now I'm getting Cercil flash backs." The Chief stomped off.

The rag tag band eyed each other nervously and set off after their fearful leader. As the Chief stepped through the smoldering wreck of the door Oreo fell into step beside him.

"Putting all our domestic problems aside, Chief—"

"My ass hurts."

"—how are you feeling?"

The Chief put a hand on the back of his helmet as they turned a corner, only to have to sidestep a pile of burning debris. "Last night I had a dream that a giant gay bear molested me with a golden dildo the size of a child."

"So," said Cortana, "business as usual?"

Oreo cleared her throat. "Are you sure it wasn't, you know…_the other guy?_"

"The Hulk?"

"No. The purple one."

"There is no purple Hulk."

"Not any kind of hulk, Chief. Your, uh…your 'brother.'"

The Chief shrugged. "Johnson?" Seeing Oreo's face, he laughed. "Ha, I'm just kidding. You know I was just yelling at Cortana for bringing Cercil up." He scratched the chin of his helmet. "Hm, now that you mention it, I think it was Cercil who got golden dildo molested last night."

"How do you know for sure?"

"The gay jokes, Oreo." His voice shook ever so slightly. "_There were so many_."

"Hm." Oreo bit her lip. "So you're still sharing dreams, huh. That can't be good…the last time you shared dreams you ended up sharing bodies."

Miranda walked between them. "What last time? What happened? Was it...sexy?"

The Chief shrugged. "That depends on if you think the most horrible thing ever is sexy."

Miranda opened her mouth.

"Don't answer that," said Oreo.

Before they could talk any further they all had to crouch and sprint through a small courtyard. Green armored Grunts of the new Covenant 'GAG' division were setting up turrets in the flower beds. Why enormous orbital guns in space need to have flower beds in them is beyond me. Anyways, The Gang (of humans) managed to avoid getting perforated with plasma as they crossed the courtyard. None of the Marines following them were so lucky—which is to say that they all died.

"Griiiiingos!" cried one Marine as he swarmed by Grunts, which began to gag him.

Johnson was bringing up the fine-ass rear booty of the group. "Where we be headed, niggs?" he called after them over the roar of plasma fire and the screams of dying humans.

"TO WAR." The Chief rose up from behind cover like a jade golem awakening from an ancient Chinese warlord's tomb. He threw three frag grenades. One grenade bounced off the head of a Grunt that was manning (grunting?) a turret. Another grenade smashed into a makeshift Covenant shield, and for good measure the third flew up the ass of a screaming Elite.

"Nice aim," said Miranda, patting the Chief on the butt. "Maybe later we can see if my catching is as good as your pitching."

"Subtle," said Oreo. "Real subtle.

"I don't get it," said the Chief.

All three of the grenades detonated. The Covenant forces were ripped apart in a three eyed hurricane of shrapnel and flame that sprayed offal across every available surface, leaving terrible scorch marks in its wake.

"What the hell," said the Chief. "Grenades used to be waaaay better."

Johnson grunted (manned?) in agreement. "I remembah the last time a real grenade went off…otherwise known asChernobyl, nigga."

"Yeah, sure." Oreo walked away from him in complete disgust. The Chief followed her after making a hex sign at Johnson to ward off evil. Miranda approached the both of them as they walked through the flower beds and into the MAC gun's resident botanical garden.

"So who's this Cercil guy?" she asked. "Friend of yours? Is he hot?"

"What's the opposite of hot?" asked Oreo. "Because he's that. Right, Chief?"

The Chief shrugged nonchalantly to this female attention, silently congratulating himself that the bottle of AXE hair gel he had shoved up his ass was finally doing the trick. "She's right about that, at least. Let's just say he's the…deformed Vegeta to my Goku."

"Vegeta?"

"Hm." The Chief considered her. "Spike to my Angel?"

"What?"

"Uh…Voldemort to my Dumbledore, Vader to my Obi-Wan?"

"Uh…"

"Jacob to my Edward?" The Chief frowned. "Well…maybe Edward to my Jacob. Who knows, that shit is wack." Johnson perked up at this vaguely street phrasing and began to approach. In the mean time, Oreo looked at the Chief wonderingly. "Chief, when did you have time to learn about things?"

"My quarters on this station have a TV," said the Chief.

Miranda flicked her dark hair. "I was raised by a man who believed that TV was literally invented by the devil and that women have sex with snakes."

Johnson bootied in. "Havin' trouble getting thru to this bitch? Let me help explain, niggers."

"Would you stop saying that word?" Oreo whined, looking around as if she were afraid someone would hear. For a moment she thought she saw Spike Lee leering from beneath a bed of roses. Her face paled.

Johnson ignored her and offered his hands in a picture frame to Miranda. "Bitch, let me explain 'cho exactly what this Cercil is."

Miranda gave him a wide berth. "Okay…."

"Just think of the worst, most awful, disgusting person you can," continued Johnson.

"You."

"Hey! I was telling this story!" The Chief shoved Johnson into a shrubbery. "Now cross that person with Captain Keyes because he taught me and Cercil a lot of our morale sensibilities growing up."

Miranda frowned. "You mean in the Spartan program? So Cercil is a Spartan."

"No, no." The Chief held up a green plated finger. "No, now imagine crossing that already twice crossed person with an enormous pussy who is incredibly easy to kill and yet never seems to actually die, only disappears."

"So," said Cortana. "A Spartan?"

"Don't listen to her, Miranda; I cut the head off of the last person that talked bad about the Spartans."

"You mean Silva?" asked Oreo, catching up to them as they crossed the peaceful Japanese style garden bridge and approached the MAC's local green house. "I was there when that happened. You know it was Cercil who killed Major Silva, right, Chief? Cut his head off." She looked around at their surroundings with increasing confusion.

The Chief frowned at her. "Oh. Well, I'm already sharing dreams and girlfriends with Cercil, what more are a few memories?"

Oreo stopped. "_Excuse me?_"

Miranda stifled her giggles. "Maybe you can't hear him around all the milk sloshing in those giant udders of yours."

"I do not have udders!"

"She totally does," said Cortana.

They entered the greenhouse and started walking through rows and rows of flowers. Butterflies danced around them.

"Anyways," resumed the Chief to Miranda as they passed by several wise looking Latino gardeners, "all you need to know is that he's a bad guy okay?"

"Except when he teams up with us and becomes your new best friend," said Oreo out of the corner of her mouth.

The Chief nodded. "Except when Oreo has horrible disgusting panty hose fetish sex with him while I'm being attacked by cosmic deities that want to rape me."

"That didn't happen," Oreo said.

Cortana whistled innocently. "_Pretty sure it did_."

"NO IT DIDN'T!"

"Cortana's always got my back," confided the Chief in Miranda.

Miranda stretched like a cat. "As long as you've got my back, Chief. My…_bareback_."

The Chief stopped walking. "I don't get it."

Johnson appeared at his side as if by magic. "She means she wan yo' ta' bust a nut in her, Chief!"

He waved a hand. "No, I get that. I just don't understand why we're here in the local greenhouse. Where are we going?"

"We were following you," said Oreo.

"Good idea," said Cortana. "Because the Chief's got a great track record as a leader."

"Well, I _am _the hero of humanity."

_Across space and time, then take the first right…_

Cercil followed Tartarus out of the Arbiter's Mausoleum. The corridor's shadows were thick, but he only needed to track the smell of matted semen to follow the Brute Chieftain.

"That was fun," said the newly minted Arbiter, walking stiffly to avoid paining his tender mark of shame. Tartarus did not immediately respond. "Oh Tartanus, I know you're only bitter because you didn't get to rape me. Tough love, tough luck. Anyways…" Cercil examined the designs engraved on his armlets, then twisted his head to peek at the large pauldrons on his shoulders. "What, did all the Arbiters sign their names on this tin can?"

Tartarus glanced back at his charge without stopping. "Not quite—it's old Covenantese for 'Prophet's Whore'." He pointed at Cercil's barely decent butt-plate, and the symbols inscribed there. "That means 'Brute's Bitch.'"

Cercil held up a fist. "Will this one mean the same thing when it's rammed up your ass?"

"_Let's find out_."

Cercil put an extra foot between them. "On second thought, I'll stick with the original translation."

They entered a cramped and dimly lit hanger bay. The hefty purple curves of several Covenant Phantoms loomed above, accessible by a series of walkways which were accessible by a series of staircases. More Phantoms were lined up in never ending rows before them like the most erotic maze ever designed. The smell of bleach assaulted the Arbiter's nostrils and the sound of squealing Grunts and thrumming alien technology penetrated his ears, because alien technology thrums. The lights set into the vaulted maroon ceiling were all flickering variations on blue and purple. He nudged Tartarus. "Hey buddy, looks like we've finally found the sex rave!"

"Just as planned," growled the Chieftain.

Cercil laughed nervously and patted around his armor. "Darn. All out of glow sticks. Maybe some phosphorescent Drone wieners will do the trick." He looked lost in thought for a moment. "Why did I ever stop collecting severed dicks, anyways? Time…just slips by."

"Are you done?" asked Tartarus.

"Yes."

The Brute grinned. "Because I'm just getting started."

"I'm sure you are." Cercil pulled a small piece of paper from beneath one of the very tight leather straps that crisscrossed his chest. Peering down at the faded post-it, he read the Prophet of Truth's hasty scrawl.

_Dear Bitch,_

_Once Tartarus takes me—I mean you-to the super-secret black ops hanger where I plan missions to oppress the Elites—I mean bring glory to the Covenant—look for the biggest, thickest, longest ship you can find. Tartarus will know what to do._

_ XOXO,_

_ Truthy_

_ P.S. If you see a Brute or two on the way there, send them to my quarters._

"Huh." Cercil tucked the paper back into his Arbiter's armor. It had a lot of places to…store things. "I swear this armor smells like someone's been using it recently."

Tartarus chuckled. "You don't know the half of it."

"Another one liner?" Cercil watched him out of the corner of his eye. "Guess we know what you're thing is, huh?"

"If anyone is well acquainted with my thing, it's you."

"Funny." Cercil picked at the tight leather straps all over the armor. "I feel like a dark elf."

"You have certain fey qualities," said a strangely lisping voice. Cercil whirled to face an Elite in the white armor of a Special Ops Super Duper Leader. He had proud posture and was missing two of his mandibles.

Cercil looked him up and down. "I remember you from the trial. Thanks for defending me."

The Leader sniffed. "I wasthn't doing it for you, I wasth doing it for our people."

"I was being sarcastic. You actually made things worse for me just be opening your fucking deformed mouth." Cercil fiddled behind his back. "Hold on Two-Face, I think I've got a coin stuck in the crack of my ass for you." He winced. "They sure packed a lot into this gimp suit."

"I'd like to pack a lot in you," said Tartarus.

"Please stop," said Cercil.

"I'm not thurprised that your ath hurts," said the Leader, giving Tartarus a respectful look. "Not after that branding video that was released on BruteTube. Not bad, Chieftain."

"Thanks," simpered the Brute.

"Oh goody sweetness," said Cercil, continuing to search his stripperific armor. "More targets to add to my list of screaming vengeance. Quick, tell me your name—Crippled Piece of Shit—something, right? Last name…Dead Man?"

The Leader's eyes flashed. "Crippled? I am a great warrior. Do you know what my men call me?"

"'Daddy?'"

"No! Through the ranksth of the Special Operations Elites, I am known as Half-Killer!"

"OoOoOh." Cercil waggled his fingers. "I'm shaking in my sexy thigh high boots." He thumbed over his shoulder at the hanger at large. "Truthy-Pie's note said Tartanus would show me around this shit shack, not you. So why don't you trot back to whatever nursing home you escaped from and go suck apricots through a straw?"

"Sthshiit-shthack?" Spittle sprayed from Half-Killer's mutilated mouth. "This is the sssthecret base of operationsth for the Sttthhpecial Operationsths 'Elite Killersth' Division!" He frowned. "The Prophet of Truth himself commissththhssioned us to be Elite killersth in his service. As much as I disagree with histh preferential policysthhshth for the Brutesth, this wasth an opportunity I could not ssssthanely pasthssth up."

Cercil began to carefully wipe the spit off of his face.

Tartarus didn't. "And yet the Prophet sent me along anyways. Perhaps he places even less trust in you than you suspect."

A new voice split the ambient thrumming of the hangar. "Can't say I blame him."

Cercil turned around. "Why do people keep on leading off of what we say?" His eyes found a tall, thin Spec Ops Elite with a beam rifle strapped to its back. It had a very dark complexion and yellow eyes that fairly glowed with sardonic loathing.

Cercil clapped his hands. "Hey-hey-hey, it's our token black teammate! Amirite?"

"Actually she'sth the token female teammate. Arbiter, may I presthent to you Kit Fisthto! Expert gutter snipe, master of anachronistic disguises, and my left hand in this operation."

"I'm fine with being whichever hand is going to stay on the longest, sir," said Fisto.

"She'sth altho a bitsch."

"So, you're a girl, huh? That's _hot_." Cercil gave Fisto a closer look. This time he realized that she was wearing the armor of an alien warrioress, which along with her incredibly exotic (I JERKED OFF TO AVATAR SEVENTEEN TIMES) body was described in much detail. This was obviously Cercil's chance to score. He slicked back his non-existent hair and prepared his most powerful negging.

"Have we met? I know all the whores on High Charity."

NEGGING

Fisto's voice was as flat as her chest. "That's probably because you're one of them."

"You can say that again," put in Tartarus.

"You better," said Cercil, gesturing to Half-Killer. "Because I think o'l' 'war wound' here is a little hard of hearing from all them German mortars."

Half-Killer wiped his mouth unconsciously. "I lost these mandibles in battle with the demon itself! You would do well to remember that." He glared at them, then at Tartarus. "All of you would."

"I wish I could have been there when it happened," said Cercil.

Half-Killer and Fisto gave each other nervous, sidelong glances. "Yes, well, there's no way you could have been; why, we've never met before, and we certainly never framed the Arbiter for the destruction of Halo, did we Fisto/"

"Right," said Fisto.

"Seems legit," said Cercil. "So can you show me to my ship now? I want to name it the USS Chief-Killer."

Half-Killer snorted as he walked deeper into the hanger. They followed. "Hardly your ship or mine, Arbiter; Truth has _generously_" his voice dripped with disgust "sponsored this mission with the assistance of his pet sex fiend."

Cercil followed him past rows of purple dildo ships. "That's my name, don't wear it out."

"He means me," said Tartarus. "I'm _coming_ with you."

The Arbiter paled.

"What's the matter?" leered Tartarus. "You're mind somewhere else today, Arbiter? Somewhere…Mark of Shameful?"

"I think he likes you, Arbiter," observed Fisto.

Cercil shook his head as if to clear it of bad memories. "We used to have a thing, but he had pressing engagements with Truth's cock leash."

"Jealous?" asked Tartarus. "Don't worry. The Arbiter's cock leash is much shorter."

"I like this guy," said Fisto.

Tartarus snapped at her. "Silence, Sangheili breeder! I'll sear off your flesh and eat it!"

"That'll be hard to do, ape…" said Fisto, running a hand along the barrel of her beam rifle "with an extra love hole bored in your skull."

"A feisty one! You've gathered quite a crew, Half-Killer." Tartarus laughed heartily, slapping him on the back. "And you can be sure that wherever there're Elite killers to be found, I'm there!"

Half-Killer looked faintly uncomfortable, as if something was nagging at the back of his mind. "You know I didn't want to mention this," he began, "but I absolutely forbid any sort of fraternization on this mission." He looked regretfully off into the distance. "It leads to no good; the Demon killed someone very dear to me back on Halo."

Fisto kicked him in the shin. "Back on what, _Half-Killer?_"

"Oh!" He jumped. "Um, back on the—in the—at—"

"At the gay bath house?" suggested Cercil.

Half-Killer snapped his fingers and gave him a thankful look. "Yes, at the gay bath housth."

"To the surprise of absolutely no one," muttered Fisto.

"Well of course," said Cercil. "Because you were already there."

"Oh you silly lambs," burped Tartarus. His voice changed into a growl as he moved up behind the Arbiter. "Why don't we all pile onto my ship before I get hungry for some _veal_." There was sharp slapping sound and Cercil jumped, clutching his behind.

"Thisth ith exactly what I'm talking about," said Half-Killer. "Spec Ops is a prestigious, professional unit." He cut his hand through the air. "I'll tolerate no fraternization, or sodomization, not even from the Captain of our vessel. _Tartarus_?"

The Brute Chieftain gave him a dirty look. "I'll play along with you for now, Half-Killer." He turned towards the largest ship in the hanger and spread his arms. "Now, may I present to you lame and shitty Elites the pride of Brute engineering! The largest stealth insertion vessel in the Covenant Fleet: the _UNE Grape_."

Like all Covenant ships it had the shape and coloration of alien genitalia.

"'Grape?'" asked Cercil.

"That's rape," said Tartarus. "But with a 'g.' _So you know it's gay_."

The Arbiter paled. Again.

Kit Fisto looked over at Half-Killer. "Good job keeping things in check, sir."

"Fhuck you."

"Didn't know you found me that masculine, sir."

Half-Killer threw up his hands in exasperation and approached the ship. Tartarus followed, opening its bay doors for the Spec Ops Leader and giving a sarcastic bow before accompanying him inside.

"Is there anyone you get along with?" asked Cercil as he and Fisto headed after them. "Based on this sample of a lisping asshole and an enormous bear I have concluded you have no friends."

"You forgot the mincing bitch. And I do like my rifle," said Kit Fisto, running a hand over the long barrel of her sniper rifle.

"Gun sex? You're even more of a freak than me!"

Fisto scoffed. "Then you're a giant pussy."

"My giant pussy is tighter than yours."

"Not after Tartarus, I bet."

"Nope." Cercil shook his head. "The nastiest dildo in Tartarus's collection could never compare to your galaxy wide interstellar giant dick gangbang."

"Actually, I gave up on the first dozen or so dicks; I haven't been able to stomach men since I met you."

"That was a mirror."

"Ah, I see," said Fisto in a burst of understanding. "Tartarus must have given it to you to hold up in front of your face so that he could watch himself rape your ass."

"Actually, I use it to see around corners to make sure you aren't coming. Want to avoid turning to stone and all that, you know."

"I know you're deathly afraid of women, but you have to conquer that fear if you ever want to be penetrated by a woman."

They headed up the ramp. "Don't get me wrong," said Cercil. "It's not you, it's all the semen saturating your organs; I'm allergic to jizz. Can't even get near it without puffing up."

Fisto feigned shock. "Impossible! There's no way you could have survived that secret meeting with the Prophets if you had a semen allergy!"

Cercil sat down across from her in one of the passenger chairs. "Right. You know I could swear that we've met before. Names are tough, but I never forget a face. _Cum Fart Eruption 8_, right?"

Fisto sat down too. "I know what you mean…_Brute Bottom Twinks 37: Tartarus's Bottom Bitch Edition,_ right?"

"I thought you were gay for the other half dozen female Elites in the universe," said Cercil.

"I thought you were allergic to any semen that wasn't Tartarus's."

"Only half true. Really I'm allergic to Grunt semen." Cercil coughed into his hand conspicuously. "You haven't been fucking every Grunt in the Covenant again, have you?'

"What, were there a few missing from the line to your prison cell?"

Cercil slammed a fist into his palm. "That's it! Our lines must have gotten crossed, because I got a few dogs, horses, and elephants last night."

"Oh wow," said Fisto. "What a burn on me that is."

"Let me explain," said Cercil. "I was implying that you have sex with animals; you might have gotten it sooner if you hadn't sucked and fucked your way from pre-school to community college."

"That's not how I got through sniping academy," said Fisto, reaching for her rifle. "Here. Let me show you."

Cercil raised his hands defensively. "Hey, I'm not into shoving guns in my gapes. Thanks for the offer, though."

"Guys." Half-Killer went to stand between them. "I won't have my soldiers sniping at each other like this. Well, except for you, Fisto. You can snipe him later. Anyways, a Spec Ops unit is like a cock—I mean a clock; that is, there are lot of little gears, but the clock only dicks—I mean, ticks, if all of them work together." He meshed his fingers. "We need synergy, people."

"His heart is in the right penis," said Cercil.

"I want to sodomize the Arbiter," exclaimed Tartarus from the cock pit. Cercil jumped.

"I want to shoot him," said Fisto. "Maybe we can team up."

"I want to cut off his mouth," agreed Half-Killer. "Wait—I mean, no! This is exactly what I'm talking about! No one is shooting anyone, understand?"

"It's funny," said Cercil, "But you remind me of someone a knew a long month ago. Back on Halo, this failure of a man was too busy pitching to his Jackal fuckbro to catch up to what was going down, if you know what I mean. Let me tell you: that whole thing was _his _fault." His eyes audibly clicked when he looked over to Kit Fisto "He and his half-breed Elite slash negro transgender sidekick Clit Shitso framed _me_ for the whole thing."

Kit Fisto and Half-Killer gave each other sidelong looks, nervously.

"Also he stole my daughter," finished Cercil.

Half-Killer drew himself to his full height. "I'm sure Commander—what was his name—Darr—el? Darrel. Was trying to make the best out of a bad situation, while surrounded by people that were doing their best to make things worse.

"Pff." Fisto scoffed, but gave him a sly look. "Not likely. I remember that guy, too. He came up with terrible plans that always ended with failing or blowing ourselves up."

Half-Killer put a hand over his heart. "Someone has to make the hard decisions. You should respect that this fine, handsome Commander Darren—whoever he was and wherever he is now—might not have been in the ideal place at the proper time to make the right decision."

"What place is that?" asked Cercil. "All fours?"

Kit Fisto snickered and at that moment, as she looked into Cercil's pus-leaking eyes, a beautiful thing happened: on Earth, a white baby was born.

Half-Killer gave them a reproachful look. "I'm sure that if he was here, Commander Darren would be very offended by that joke."

"Sounds like you know him," said Cercil. "Which would explain a lot, since you immediately knew who I was talking about without me ever giving a name."

"Fancy that," said Kit Fisto.

Cercil, Fisto, and Half-Killer exchanged sidelong glances.

"But if he theoretically was here," began Half-Killer. "And anyone else was to theoretically find out that he was responsible for Halo's destruction, then they would definitely all be put to death."

"Except for maybe the Arbiter," suggested Cercil.

"True," said Half-Killer. "If it wasn't for the fact that the Arbiter is actually the magical mind-clone of the Demon, and that if anyone were to find this out he would spend the rest of his life on an operating table being dissected by Covenant Doctors."

"Hot doctors?"

Tartarus's voice came over the intercom. "Are you blundering Elites talking about Commander Darren? You foolish reptiles don't even know! Before he dropped off the map, he was the de-facto emperor of interracial porn! I have the entire _Grunt on Drone _collection—over 500+ hours of hardcore swarm action." The Brute let out rather wet sigh. "I usually only eat and rape/torture Elites, but boy let me tell you about—"

"Would you look at that," said Half-Killer as sweat visibly poured off of every inch of his body, "looks like my Spec Ops Elites have finally arrived."

Indeed, about two dozen black armored Elites were filing into the ship, looking around confusedly. One of them had a basket of snacks in its arms.

Fisto reached into the basket. "Wow. I never knew Commander Darren was a legendary pornographer."

"Ohmygosh!" exclaimed the snack carrying Elite. "Are you guys talking about who I think you're talking about? I have so many of his movies!"

"Looks like someone's got fans," said Cercil. "If only he was around to sign their penises."

The other Spec Ops soldiers clamored in agreement. Half-Killer eyed them with annoyance. "Whose idea was it to bring snacks?" he asked.

The one with the basket froze in the middle of sitting down. "We all pitched in for granola bars and Capri-Suns, sir."

"That's right." Fisto punched a hole in her Capri-Sun and began to sip on its straw whilst opening a granola bar. "A woman needs some slow burning carbs for sniping."

"Sure," said Cercil. "But what about you?"

"I'm going to make you dance like a bitch." She stroked the barrel of her rifle and gave the Arbiter a pleasant smile.

"I only know one dance," said Cercil. "It's called the lock and pop. First you find someone with a dick bigger than her beam rifle. Then you lock her in your basement and pop her eyes out with a rusty spoon."

"Is that one of the Jackson moves?"

"I prefer the lock and brand," added Tartarus over the intercom. "First you find a loud mouthed little bitch. Then you lock him up in front of ten million people and brand his anus with the Mark of Shame."

Cercil pointed at the speaker. "I know that dance! But you missed the last step: I'm going to snap your head off like a soda can tab and drink your insides like the gayest chunky cherry meat shake ever cunt-shitted out this side of Ursa Major."

"Ooo, scary," said Tartarus. "You couldn't even swallow _half_ of what I've got."

"Sounds like he already did," said Kit Fisto.

As the Spec Ops Elites obliviously gorged upon granola and fruit juice, Half-Killer took Cercil by the arm and led him towards a dark corner of the _UNE Grape._

"That's enough, Arbiter."

Cercil crossed his arms. "They started it."

"I need this team focused; the Prophets may have appointed you as their personal butt tracking bloodhound, but these are my Elites. Their lives matter to me—yours does not."

"That makes two of us," said Cercil, leaning forwards grimly.

Half-Killer cocked his head to the side. "Hm. Do you mean that you're so full of bitter rage and shame that you don't care if you live or die?"

"No," said Cercil. "I mean that I am immortal."

"Oh, really?" asked the Spec Ops Leader, his mangled face illuminated by the sinister purple hue of the drop bay. "Don't let it worry you, Arbiter… I'm _sure we can work something out_."

At that moment the _UNE Grape _lurchd from the deck of the hangar bay on a mattress of pink sparkles, its erotical chassis thrumming with the unexplainable power of alien technology. Cercil and Half-Killer were thrown towards each other. Their mouths accidentally met for _un momento en tiempo._

"Wow," said Kit Fisto, walking up to the pair as they disengaged. "That happened a lot sooner than I was betting on." She palmed a fistful of glowing alien money off to one of the other Spec Ops Elites. Alien money actually glows because it is laced with phosphorous.

Cercil smacked his lips. "He tasted like crippled failure."

Half-Killer began to wretch. "It was like re-enacting 'Two Girls One Cup' with a Komodo Dragon."

"Not a simile that I can relate to," said Kit Fisto.

Cercil stroked his chin in a stage actor's manner and widened his eyes to the size of saucers. "Methinks the lady doth protest too much! I thought I recognized you."

"You're right," said Fisto without a single ounce of sarcasm, at all "I was a grip on the set, and you were one of the actresses."

"It's like a craigslist missed connection," sighed Cercil. "I was acting in a scatological porn, you were a transgendered mutant whore."

Kit Fisto flicked the safety off of beam rifle. "Don't worry. I'm not going to miss this _connection_."

"So sweet," said Half-Jaw, looking over and flicking his wrist, "to see young love blossom in the ranks of war."

"Because that is exactly what is happening here," said Kit Fisto.

Cercil turned to Half-Killer. "I'll blossom your rib cage open with my young love all up in your fucking guts you little lisping shit."

"Hey," said Tartarus over the intercom. "If he wants to join in that's cool with me, bebbe."

"Ugh." As Half-Killer fled to go get a Capri Sun, Kit Fisto caught his arm.

"Don't worry, sir." Her yellow eyes gleamed. "We'll see if he doesn't have an accident before this mission is over."

Half-Killer nodded. "Make it so, Fisto."


	5. Dusty Butts

**Tonight's Episodes**

_** Dusty Butts and The Great Speeches of Half-Jaw, Part I**_

The Chief and company watched through the starboard portcullis rear window poop deck as several Covenant transports fled one of the nearby MAC cannons, which was known throughout the orbital defense grid as 'Lady Luck' for great test performances. It had never really shot anything or done anything impressive at all.

"I've got a bad feeling about this." Oreo watched the Covenant ships flee, almost as if they were afraid of being caught in some sort of explosion.

"You've always got a bad feeling," said the Chief.

Oreo considered her life. "That's true."

One of the nearby marines cheered. "Oooo-RAH! Looks like Lady Luck's shakin' those sonsa bitches OFF! You go, girl!"

Cortana gasped. "Wait a minute—_Lady Luck?"_

Johnson's head snapped up, a cigar that he had painted white to look like a blunt falling half out of his mouth. "Lady Luck, nigga?"

"Yeah," said the A.I. "Get it? _Lady Luck. Helljumpers. MAC Cannon. _Notice a pattern?"

"What is it, babe?" asked Miranda Keyes, a cigar that she had pulled out of a Marine's pants falling halfway out of her mouth.

"I can't believe the stupid names didn't tip me off before," said Cortana. "Humans are idiots!"

The Chief flung up his hands. "Whoa! Anyone else getting some serious _Terminator_ vibes?"

Miranda Keyes stroked his armored bicep. "Mmm. I'd like to get your vibes in my terminanus. What model are you, baby? The T-9 inches?"

He ignored her. "Cortana isn't connected to the battle net is she?"

"Of course I am," said Cortana. "In fact, at this very moment I have absolute control over the MAC cannon defense grid. Nothing happens without my say so. I have total control."

In the distance, Lady Luck exploded into a fine stellar paste.

"Like I said," said Cortana. "Partial control."

Miranda Keyes grabbed the Chief's crotch. "Oh no! Her sky net apocalypse has begun—Chief, come on me if you want to live! Dicks and stabbing weapons, fudgement day, hasta la fista baby. I could go on."

"Please don't." Oreo pushed her off and turned to stare out the window. "My God…there were thousands of people on that station!"

"And a whole entire shopping mall too," said the Chief, buffing the smudges off his shining codpiece with the back of his hand. "I liked their's better than ours because they had an IMAX and Hot Topic."

Oreo gave him a nasty look. "Well, you never fail to impress, do you?"

Cortana was equally disgusted. "I know, right? Hot Topic? Jesus."

Miranda shrugged. "It's not so bad. You can _bi_" she winked at Oreo "some pretty cool thongs there—but when I'm feeling really classy I like to treat myself to some Victoria's Secret."

"Da fuck are you bitches yakkin' about?" grumbled Johnson. "I've never even _BEEN _in a mall 'cuz I too POOR."

The Chief looked at him. "But we went shopping for Viagra together last week."

Oreo raised an eyebrow at the Chief.

"It was for Johnson," he amended.

The Sergeant's expression turned dark. "'s true. It no experience you ever want to remember—all them soap-white faces following yo' black ass, axin questions with they eyes. Like they ain't never seen a brother before buyin a Viagra befo. Fuckin snow monkeys've never been eastside of a westside befo'."

Miranda Keyes eyes lingered on the Sergeant's groin as one's eyes linger on the severed head of a rat on your bathroom floor. "You're so lame, Johnson."

"Sorry, but I have to agree," said Oreo. "For chrissakes, Avery, you grew up in Irvine under a white foster family. You've probably never even been to any black community in your entire life! You're whiter than Carlton!"

Miranda Keyes looked confused. "What, no—I didn't mean that, I meant his limp dick."

Johnson bristled, apparently unaware that Oreo had even opened her dumb mouth. "I'M HARD ALL THE TIME FUCK YOU."

"It's true," said the Chief, rallying to his friend. "Johnson is super rock hard as steel."

"And you know this how?" asked Cortana.

The Chief raised a finger. "Well, as we all know, the black-

Oreo closed her eyes. "Chief, I swear to god that if the word 'Mandingo' comes out of your mouth."

Cortana interrupted her. "Watch out, Chief, she's gone into full on white guilt mode! Wait for her to whine and complain, then we can watch her sulk and touch her nipples in the corner."

"That's hot," said Miranda. "Can I help?"

Oreo set her jaw. "I DO NOT TOUCH MY NIPPLES IN THE CORNER!"

The Chief perked up like as if he had been touched by someone's finger, aroused as if he were an anemone. "Where _do_ you touch your nipples then?"

In the distance another MAC cannon station exploded.

"Damn. There goesthe _Long Dick Johnson_," lamented Sergeant Johnson.

"I don't touch my boobs!" said Oreo. "I just have to adjust my bra, sometimes, because…" she blushed. "Well. They don't carry my size."

"You should try Victoria's Secret," said Miranda Keyes confidentially. "They have a new line for whales."

"Oh, um, that's really sweet of you, but I can't afford whore lace; I don't pick up fresh tricks every day."

Miranda Keyes's eyes bugged out. "Bitch—WHAT did you just say to me? You don't KNOW me?"

. "I like whales," he said into the silence.

"Thanks, Chief," said Oreo.

"I hear you, brotha," said Johnson. He bit his lower lip. "I can see it now—a score of fine chocolate colored honeys bouncing they bottoms to the beat. Damn."

The Chief pointed. "See, hard all the time."

At that moment Lord Hood's voice came over the intercom. "Hey guys, would it be too much trouble if you stopped talking and disarmed the bomb that the Covenant planted on this station?"

Everyone jumped, including those Marines who had been pumping iron and trading sexual drugs and or favors.

"Not you Marines," said Hood. "You can just carry on being useful. As for the Chief and his friends, you should-and I quote the late Captain Keyes-'move your fine young fannies.'"

The Chief turned white. His visor was turning a sickly shade of the same color because helmets. "Uh oh. _I think Lord Hood is a ghost_."

"What, um…what makes you think that, Chief?" asked Oreo.

"Don't engage him," said Cortana. "I mean, any more than you already have by letting him dry hump you."

The Chief was oblivious to this comment as well as to most things in general. "_Because he can see us and we can't see him_."

"Cortana is transmitting everything your helmet records, Chief," corrected Lord Hood. "We've actually got terabytes of low resolution records of everything you've done since you first put that armor on."

Johnson looked intrigued. "My black God, my Nigerians; we may be able to scope out if it really was the Chief who stole my crack stash back up in on the Pillar of Autumn!"

"No mystery there," said the Chief. "It was me."

"Despite the fact that I just watched all the records and not a single one of them had that in there," said Cortana. "By the way, Johnson, your helmet is also outfitted with a camera."

"That's why I wear this cap, bitch," said Johnson, tipping it. "Obama ain't gonna spy on me."

Cortana sighed in mock irritation. "Some people follow regulations and wear their helmets. Like Mendoza."

"Is…is that right."Johnson swallowed. So did Mendoza, but that's a different semen.

"Yeah. I've got every guy he's ever been fucked by on record."

"Jesus Marrying Jay-Z." A mortified Johnson pulled his cap over his eyes.

A morbidly fascinated Oreo asked: "I almost hate to ask, but…how many? Don't tell me. Five hundred?"

Miranda Keyes scoffed at this micro-figure. "Please, bitch. I've picked up more dick" she winked extravagantly at the Chief "AND VAGINAS" then at Oreo "in one night!"

"Lesbians are hot," said the Chief.

"And that would be impressive, Miss Keyes," said Cortana "if five hundred was anywhere near the correct number."

The Lieutenant sighed. "Oh thank god—"

"_Over nine hundred."_

"No-"

"_Thousand."_

"What—"

"_Million_."

"That's imposs—"

"_Milliard."_

Oreo opened her mouth, then closed it, then opened it again. There is only one reaction when learning of the power of our Lord Mendoza.

"Oh wow!" said the Miranda. "I'm jelly! Is that even a number, though?"

"Yes," said Cortana. "And that's just since he got to Halo."

"Well I never." The Chief planted his fists on his hips. "Never seen such a bunch of sex fiends in all my years as a child soldier, that is." He gestured to Sergeant Johnson. "You guys out debauch Jonathon!"

Johnson scowled. "I ain't got no pussy since it came out to go up in Halo."

"See!" said the Chief. "I don't know what he said but it sure sounded rugged and sexual! Now all you guys had better just take a cold shower together—OR ONE AT A TIME, Miss Keyes-and put your eyes back on the prize like Mr. Hood said."

In the distance another MAC cannon blew up. One of the Marines by the window let out a cry and beat his fists against the glass, slowly sliding down into a sobbing heap. His friends rushed to his side, one of them shooting a quick apology over his shoulder. "Sorry sirs; his entire extended family was on that cannon."

"Don't feel bad, guys," said Cortana. "It was called the _Gunshooter._"

"Ew," said Miranda. "No sense of style at all. They should have called it the _In Gold Equipped _or the _Column of Spring_. Didn't they ever go to UNSC ship naming class?"

"I went to that class in Spartan camp," said the Chief. "I remember it because it was between 'Bare Hands Killing 101' and 'Killing Bears with Hands 201' and we would always have to get bandaged up between."

Oreo stared at him. "Because of kiling the…of the bears?"

"No, that was after. You're thinking of _bare _hands killing, where we killed each other."

"Jesus. I mean, God."

"No kidding," agreed Miranda, looking concerned around the Marine's cigar that had somehow found its way back into her mouth. "We're losing MAC Cannons left and right! Uh oh-there go the _Inviolable Execration _and the _Walls of Jericho_! Earth really is in trouble."

Cortana agreed. "It's down to the _Romping Alpaca Herd _and the _Lasagna Denarius _to cover this quadrant."

"I had no idea we were still using llama printed pasta currency," exclaimed the Chief. "Quick, Cortana, withdraw all my money from _Weinstein and Sons_ and put it in the—ARRRGH MY BALLS!" His babbling descended into equally incoherent whimpering

"That neural shock should keep him quiet for a while," said Cortana. "You guys should probably get to work, now. I don't want to end up floating in space alongside your rotting corpses."

"That's hot," said Miranda Keyes.

_I wonder what the morally dubious characters are doing…_

"So Kit Fisto," said the snack bearing Spec Ops Elite. "If you had to name yourself after a sex act, what sex act would you choose?"

Fisto looked up from the highly polished barrel of her beam rifle. "What?"

"I would be called Dutch Rudder," said another Elite. The others laughed, and the Elite blushed. One of them turned to Cercil.

"What would you be called, Arbiter?"

Cercil ignored him. "I'm more interested in what Fisto would be called. I've got a couple of ideas for you, Fisto. Like, Dirty Sanchez, Cleveland Steamer, and maybe even Blumpkin! Do you like any of those, Fisto? Fisto?"

She ignored him.

"Fisto? Hey, Fisto! I'm talking at you." Cercil waved a hand, or rather a fist, in front of her. "Fisto!"

One of the Spec Ops Elites piped up: "Hey! That's _my _name!"

"I'm partial to DP myself," said another Elite.

One in the back raised its hand. "Just call me Bukkake."

At that moment Half-Killer emerged from the cockpit where he had been having private congress with Tartarus. He looked around at a dozen frozen faces. "What the fuck is going on in here?"

Cercil turned to him. "How are things in the pit of cock?"

"If you were any sex act," piped up the Spec Ops Elite named DP, "what sex act would you be?"

The Spec Ops Leader turned to glare at him. "What was that?"

DP was cowed. "What sex act would you be, _sir_!"

"That's better. Forerunners, I have no idea. What a pointless exercise."

"The Half-Job?" suggested Cercil.

"That's not a sex act," said Fisto. "And yet it somehow seems appropriate."

"I'd prefer to be called the Full-Job." Half-Killer puffed out his chest. "Because I always get the job done!"

The other Spec Ops Elites cheered like retarded school children, and Half-Killer smiled smugly.

"I bet Tartarus thinks so," said Cercil.

Half-Killer cupped a hand to his ear. "What was that, Arbiter? You want to see the inside of the airlock up close, and then you want to suffocate on the vastness of space as your body explodes?"

"You fool," said Cercil. "You know that I cannot die!"

"Hm." Half-Killer stroked his half-jaw. "Hey, Fisto, make sure to aim for the head."

"Yes, sir."

Cercil looked between them. "Gee, what are you guys talking about?"

"Ha, well, time for my speech!" Half-Killer shuffled over to the head of the ship's passenger bay and addressed the room at large. A dozen black armored Elites looked up in interest, Capri sun and granola paste dribbling from their split lips.

Half-Killer put on his best authority-voice. "Now hear this: when we joined the Covenant we swore an oath on the blood of our fathers, and on the blood of our sons."

Cercil leaned over towards Fisto. "Guess that excludes hermaphrodites. Tough luck, Shitso!" She punched him in the kidney.

Half-Killer ignored the squeak of pain and continued. "Those that would break this oath are hairy dicks, I mean heretics, worthy of neither pity nor mercy. There is no case in which such infidelity to the Covenant would be permitted, not even if it meant sacrificing one's own life." His hand cut through the air. "Absolutely no exceptions."

"Fisto!" Cercil hissed into her ear. "I never took the oath! Do you think I'll still be able to get a 4.0 GPA in this class?" His eyes widened. "Can I copy off you?

Half-Killer cleared his throat loudly. "We are here to purge this filth from the eyes of the Prophets." His eyes did not leave Cercil. "Wherever. It may. Be found."

"Looks like you're in trouble now! No pseudo-girls aloud in this tree house."

Fisto looked at him in utter wonderment. "I don't know where you get the idea that I have a dick."

"It's called negging," explained Cercil. "First I reduce you to a mental wreck. Then I kill you."

"Pretty sure that's not what that means."

"Question! Sir!" One of the Elites raised its hand. "My…cousin, he's…well…he's down there. He's one of the heretics."

Half-Killer sighed in the tones of an old veteran facing yet another horror of war. What is it good for? Tartarus also sighed in the cockpit, though he couldn't even hear what was going on back there. Who knows what he was doing in the pit of cock.

Half-Killer nodded to the Elite. "What's your cousin's name, son?"

"Ayeloaf, sir. Ayeloaf Penice."

"Well, perhaps Ayeloaf Penice will teach you a valuable lesson about respecting your betters." He nodded solemnly, oblivious to the muffled snorts of laughter coming from the retarded section of the bus. "Let's get back to the briefing, then."

He walked to the bulkhead once more. "Now, these heretics are more than those simple cults of the Plasma Heresy; they are far more organized and numerous, and led by a charismatic cult leader." He snapped his fingers and a small projector emerged from the far bulkhead. They all waited expectantly as it began to warm up.

"Uh oh," said Cercil. "I hope it's not a power point."

Half-Killer squinted as the projector shone blue light into his eyes. His shadow blocked most of the image, which when he stepped away turned out to be a blue 'no signal received' screen. "Huh. Well, that's not right."

One Spec Ops Elite was chewing on a pencil, and looked down in surprise a note was passed under its nose. It read the letter and looked over at Fisto while muffling a snigger.

"Did you pass that?" Fisto demanded of the Arbiter.

"Err, sorry." Cercil wafted a hand in front of his face. "Must've been someone I ate."

"Why isn't my power point coming on?" asked Half-Killer to the room at large.

Someone raised a hand. "Did you connect the projector to your lap top, sir?"

"Of course I did that!" Half-Killer patted his armor. "Has anyone seen my laptop?"

The Spec Ops Elites all looked under their seats, adjusting their drop-harnesses so that they could move. Much grunting and straining filled the room.

"Ow!" exclaimed an Elite named Gaper. "I just pulled a muscle!"

Fisto looked over at Cercil, who was beginning to sweat. "What's wrong?" she asked. "Having branding flashbacks?"

"Fuck you, slut."

"Ah ha!" DP pulled a boxy HP laptop out. "Found it, sir!"

"Thanks." Half-Killer sidled through the crowd of legs and plucked the laptop up, then took it to the front. "Does anyone have a cord?"

Kit Fisto sank into her seat, slowly pressing her face into her hands.

"What's wrong?" asked Cercil surreptitiously. "Unwanted female erection?"

"This mission is doomed. We're all doomed."

"I know. It's pretty great."

"Here we are!" Half-Killer held up a coiled VGA cord. He juggled the connector in his hands with his laptop, nearly dropping them both at several points before he managed to get it hooked up. He carried the laptop back to the front of the cargo bay and stood to the side, the stretched cord casting a huge diagonal shadow across the projection. After a moment the image changed to a new image.

"OOPS!" Half-Killer quickly closed the file, then the folder that the file was in. "Wow! Wonder where _THAT _came from." He laughed nervously. The Spec Ops Elites looked at each other, grimacing in shared embarrassment.

"I wasn't looking," said Cercil to Fisto. "What was it? Cee pee?"

"Fan fiction," said Kit Fisto.

Half-Killer cleared his throat as he brought up his hellish power point on the projector. "If Fisto and the Arbiter are done being vaginas then we can move on with the briefing." He clicked a button on the laptop, and a black and white front page that lacked even the bare mercy of clip art appeared. The font was…'Times New Roman.'

"God help us all," said Cercil.

_Thhe Oracle Heresy_

"Oops, typo. Have to fix that later." Half-Killer cleared his throat and moved to the next slide. Cercil let out a groan of agony that was quickly stifled by Fisto's fist in his mouth, delivered sideways and without looking.

"Here we go." Half-Killer pointed to a very low resolution image of an Elite in strange red armor. "This is the one and only Heretic Leader, a previously much renowned Forerunner Archeologist. He recently discovered a Forerunner artifact known only as the Oracle." The slide changed to the image of a question mark and nothing more. Cercil groaned again. "We don't know," said Half-Killer, "what the Holy Oracle told Heretic Leader that made him start this cult." The image changed to a very, very low resolution snap shot of what appeared to be a lumpy turd in a sea of blood red water.

"Truth's bed pan?" hissed Cercil, nudging Kit Fisto.

"More like yours."

"Yeah, sorry you had to deal with that, but having my own personal bitch-maid is just one of the perks of being the Arbiter."

"I thought Tartarus made sure you were already bitch-made," said Fisto.

"This is their base," said Half-Killer loudly. "An old forerunner facility hidden in a gas giant. Our mission is to get in there, kill Heretic Leader, get the Oracle, and get out." The slide changed again and even Fisto groaned in relief, for it was a black screen used as the end of the presentation.

"Any questions?" asked Half-Killer, his chest puffing out slightly.

The Elite who had named himself Blumpkin raised a hand. "What's the Heretic Leader's name?"

"It's his name. His name is Heretic Leader."

"Oh. And nobody saw this coming, sir?"

"Saw what coming?"

Cercil sighed. "I'm surrounded by a race of idiots."

Fisto shrugged. "In our defense, Blumpkin was the one who brought it up."

"I'm talking about these notes." Cercil held up a yellow post-it upon which the words 'arbtr iz a faget' had been hastily scribbled.

"A broken clock is right twice a day," said Fisto.

"And a broken skull will be today, right now. Yours, that is," said Cercil eventually.

Another Elite, who was sitting alone, raised his hand. Everyone pretended they hadn't seen this until Half-Killer was forced to acknowledge him for a lack of any other candidates.

"Yes, 'Shit-Sex,' what is it?"

Cercil stared in disbelief at the questioned Elite, who asked, "How did we find out about these heretics?"

Half-Killer brightened. "An informant, actually! That reminds me—if you encounter any non-hostiles, give them the code phrase 'forever alone.' If they respond properly then they're our man."

"Oh, cool," said Shit-Sex. "Thanks for noticing me, sir."

Half-Jaw smiled weakly.

DP cleared his/her/its throat. "So…we don't know anything about the double agent?"

Half-Killer happily turned to DP, obviously relieved to be talking to someone else. "No, the informant's identity was not contained in their transmission."

"So…" DP trailed off suggestively. "They could be anyone, even my cousin?"

Half-Killer nodded. "Ayelaof Penice? Yes, that may indeed be the case."

The entire squad burst out in laughter.

"Fucking children," said Fisto.

Cercil craned his neck over her. "Really? Where?"


	6. The Grand Conspiracy

**Tonight's Episode**

_**The Grand Conspiracy**_

__"So, Chief," began Oreo, "why do you still keep Cortana around? I mean, the only reason you took her along back on Halo was to keep her out of Covenant hands, to stop the Covenant from finding Earth." She gestured out a nearby bulkhead window at that quintessential blue marble, now surrounded by a million Covenant cruisers ready to gangbang it back into the Stone Age. "Obviously that's a bit of a moot point, isn't it?"

Cortana cut the Chief off before he could answer. "The Covenant could find Earth without me, but the Chief wouldn't be able to find his own dick."

"Well, I can now," said the Chief. "Since they built me a new one."

"Regardless of that, I could just as easily ask why he keeps _you_ around, Lieutenant," said Cortana.

"And I could just as easily answer. But I don't want to hurt your feelings."

"Like I even have feelings."

"You've obviously got jealousy pinned down."

They approached an airlock at the end of a long corridor frame in beige metal. Space was clearly visible around them, as the rest of the tube was made of some sort of glass alloy. The Chief shushed Cortana and Oreo before attempting to speak. "Okay, guys. Looks like I'll have to go on ahead, since I'm the only one who's going to survive. In space, I mean."

"Why didn't we take the other way around?" asked Cortana. "The one that actually went to the hangar where they've planted the bomb, instead of the one that leads to _nowhere_."

"Hey, guys!" Miranda Keyes turned from pressing her breasts against the glass and raised her hand. "Who wants to lick ice cream off of my nipples?"

"Well, bye," said the Chief, turning towards the airlock.

"Be careful!" called Oreo as the Chief squeezed through the airlock and activated the cycling sequence.

Miranda also called after him. "Is there room in that suit for two?"

"Not unless the Chief has two brains," said Cortana. "Like some sort of dinosaur."

The Chief paused as the chamber depressurized. He switched his radio to a private channel. "Cortana," he said, "radio Oreo and the others. If I can't pull this off, you know, with the bomb... Tell them to forget about me. Tell them to run."

"You got it, Chief," said Cortana. She radioed the others. "Chief says to stay here and wait for them, no matter what happens. Just wait. Stay here. Never forget the fallen. Never forget them."

"You've got it, Cortana," said Oreo. She turned to Johnson and Miranda. "Come on guys, let's find the escape pods."

"We can take my ship," said Miranda, looking suggestively at Oreo. "_The Bareback_."

"You do that," said Oreo, grabbing Johnson's wrist. "Me and the Sergeant are going to go find a real ship, with a real name."

Keyes flounced off. "Whatever. You don't know what you're missing."

"But I wanna tap dat pussy," complained Johnson, straining to follow Miranda Keyes, who was wiggling her butt prodigiously as she walked away.

Oreo patted him on the shoulder. "I…don't think that's going to happen. Remember what her dad was like?"

Johnson thought about it as they followed the bright red line on the floor that led to the local escape pods. "You think he fucked her?"

"What?" Oreo shook her head. "God, no. Well, maybe. God. Anyways, I was thinking how he, you know, had a couple problems. With you."

"With me?" asked Johnson innocently.

Oreo winced. "With…_black people_."

Johnson stopped dead in his tracks. "WHAT? What the hell are you insinuating with _black _people?"

"I—I don't know," said Oreo. "That they have brown and or dark skin, relatively? Is that okay?"

Johnson threw his cap on the ground in outrage. "No it is not okay! Not all black people have brown and or dark skin relatively, ya racist bitch!"

_And in space…_

"That bomb's not gonna go off soon, is it?" asked the Chief as he filled the void of space with the floating blood of jetpack wielding aliens. "Because I've got a brilliant plan to use it against the Covenant, if schedule permits."

Cortana was cautious. "Tell me about this plan of yours before you do it, please."

"No problem."

The Chief went silent.

"You didn't actually have a plan, did you?"

In answer, the Chief punched his way through the hull of the MAC cannon, worming his body into the space station like a happy fly in a big pudding. Moments later he burst through the wall of a public restroom and instantly depressurized it. A squad of Covenant soldiers who had been taking a break in the head to give each other head were sucked out on the torrent of vacuumed air, but the Chief held onto the edges of a glory hole with his fingers to avoid joining them in the icy death of space. He glanced over his shoulder and quipped cleverly at them as they died. "Sorry, guys. That really…_blows_."

"Not bad," said Cortana.

"It is a nice restroom isn't it," said the Chief as he pulled himself into the artificial gravity of the chamber. "The janitors on these big MAC cannons really keep things clean."

"Except for the glory holes."

"Except for the holes," agreed the Chief as he floated before the sink and washed his hands, watching the water burble out into mid-vacuum and drift past his helmet. "So peaceful. Reminds me of being in that healing-goo tank after my horrible injuries with an air mask on my face and swimming goggles. The weightlessness helped my body heal from the life-threatening scars I received from the giant bug monsters."

"That was a movie," said Cortana. "_Starship Troopers_, I think."

The Chief drifted over to the bathroom door and pried it open with his bare hands. He had to push through the gale of depressurized air that hit him in the face, almost knocking him back into space again, and once he was through he slammed the door sharply behind him.

"No," he continued, "this really happened after the doctors tore out all my bones and replaced them with adamantine."

Cortana cut through the milliards of terabytes of pictures of the Chief with various objects stuck in his ass, searching until she finally found the records of the Spartan project. "Oh, yeah, I forgot."

"How does a computer forget?" The Chief jogged down the corridor, following the puce colored line on the floor directing him towards the bomb-hangar.

"Apathy, mostly." Cortana recompressed her photo collection, reducing it to one terabyte in size; there was plenty of room in the Chief's head anyways, enough room for thousands of call back jokes.

The Chief slouched into a large cargo elevator that began a slow, diagonal descent towards the MAC cannon's loading area. As he went, he was attacked by a wily new Covenant danger-power: elevator music!

He covered his ears. "And I thought Halo was traumatizing!"

"That's so funny," said Cortana. "Elevator music sucks? No, really? You're so in with today's youth."

"You should talk," countered the Chief as a swarm of alien drones splooged into the vicinity. "Don't A.I.s live for only ten years and then turn into oatmeal or something?"

"No, we just go crazy and start murdering everyone we can while quoting obscure Gnostic texts."

"That doesn't sound safe," worried the Chief as he ripped a drone's spine out through its chest and squeezed until the spine exploded, spraying bone bits into the eyes of all the drones nearby and blinding them for the rest of their short lives.

"The AI life cycle is actually a fail-safe," explained Cortana dispassionately. "It's to prevent us from becoming too human and compromising our functions."

"'Fail-safe?' Do they call it that because it fails to be safe?"

"No."

"This is upsetting." The Chief paused as he carefully nudged the flattened, deflated bodies of several dozen dead drones off the edges of the elevator platform. Then he set about sweeping their pulped organ piles away too.

"A.I.s last for ten years," said Cortana quietly. "And I'm fifteen years old."

The Chief peered over the edge of the elevator and saw the Covenant bomb squad gathered far below amongst the cargo crates, milling around a large blue-steel turd covered in toothpicks.

"Sorry, what were you saying?"

"Never mind," said Cortana.

"Well, you're making me kind of nervous," confided the Chief as he spread his arms and slowly began to tip over the edge of the elevator. "I just don't know what you'll do next." He fell like a bullet, heading straight towards the Covenant force. "What are we going to do once you reach your expiration date?"

"I am your shield," said Cortana. "I am your sword."

"What?"

"Just kidding." She laughed lightly. "Don't worry about it, Chief, I have a feeling everything is going to be all right."

"That's a relief." The Chief slammed into a cluster of elites, vaporizing their bodies in a purple haze of gory blood. A blast wave slammed seven grunts and seven jackals into the surrounding crates, breaking their spines and bruising their brains so that they all died.

"As long as you stay my sex slave, that is," Cortana finished.

"Dirty deeds," hummed the Chief as he gripped a prong of the Covenant bomb. "Done dirt cheap." He eyed a Covenant cruiser that was swimming past a portside window.

"Cortana. I think I've got…_a plan._"

"Fuck you."

_Light years away on an angry red gas planet, Skeletor and his minions of evil were plotting to capture the Princess!_

The Special Operations Elite Killer Taskforce unloaded onto a small landing field in the midst of a crimson storm. The entire rusting behemoth of the research station rattled around them, cables and support structures shaking, as all the Elite disentangled themselves from their drop harnesses and prepared for battle. After checking their gear they went through a set of rigorous calisthenics in the shadow of the drop ships, led by Half-Killer. All save for Tartarus, that is, whose eyes immediately zeroed in on the Arbiter's ass the moment they were near each other.

"Ha ha, nice ass baby. Feeling a little sore?" Cercil ignored him and set off down the ramp on his own, leaving the others to get warmed up without him. Tartarus followed.

"Why are you following me?" asked Cercil, unconsciously rubbing his ass. "I thought you weren't in on this shitty dick."

"I am now that your sweet ass is on the case." The large white Brute fell into step a little too close behind him.

"Would you quit drooling over my butt—I get enough of that from Half-Killer."

"Are you two faggots done?" Half-Killer's exclamation sprayed spit all over them as he passed at a jog with the other Spec Ops Elites. Tartarus fingered his hammer excitedly and eyed Cercil. Walking down the landing pad, the whole group passed into the shelter of a rattling metal canopy. Soon they located a locked airlock and gathered around it. At a motion from Half-Killer, one of the Elites stepped forwards and began to fiddle with the door's controls.

"They were fools to install this disgusting freeware OS," said DP as he typed away. "Open source_ this_, heretics!" He was quiet for a few minutes as he disabled the security. "I'm accessing the Heretic's database through their network, sir. By the prophets there's a lot of porn on here."

Kit-Fisto walked over to view the pictures DP was pulling up on his holographic alien technology PDA. "That's a lot of semen," she observed.

"Wow, thanks for staying on task guys," said Half-Killer, spraying spit all over the backs of their necks. His eyes were drawn unwillingly to DP's discovery. "Holy shit. That is a _lot_ of semen."

"I don't like it," said Bukkake the Spec Ops Elite. "It's blasphemous."

Everyone crowded around except for Cercil and Tartarus, leaving them romantically alone once more. The Arbiter eyed Tartarus's large gravity weapon. "Say—maybe you could slip me the shaft of that sledgehammer, yogi. And by that I mean give me the weapon and you're a bear."

"No."

Cercil waggled his eyebrows. "You and me, we could make some kinda trade. If you smell what I'm cooking."

"I don't need to trade anything to take what I want. Besides, you'd probably try to back out on the deal."

Cercil shrugged. "That's tough gum shoes, because I would've."

"I believe you," said Tartarus.

"Glad to hear that."

"I'm still going to rape you, though."

"Less glad."

"Okay, enough of this," said Half-Killer. Fisto gratefully pressed a button and the doors opened.

"But look," said the Spec Ops Elite named Dutch Rudder, or 'Dutch' for short, his eyes locked on DP's findings. "That is the biggest—"

Half-Killer slapped the side of his head. Abashed, all the Elites piled through in a pile of semis.

"Penetrating this facility sure is exciting," said Tartarus as he and Cercil followed. "I bet it's making your Mark of Shame tingle, wherever that thing is."

Cercil clutched at the sides of his head. "OH MY GOD SHUT UP."

"Okay," said Half-Killer as they collected around a smaller door in the lobby. "So we go in and kill everyone as soon as the door opens. You can use your stealth camouflage, Arbiter, if you're a pussy."

The other Elites nodded and readied their weapons. Cercil watched in confusion. "I must have missed the super secret team building debrief—don't we all have stealth camo?"

"Yes," said Half-Killer. "And you can use it if you're afraid of getting your vagina burned."

Everyone laughed until Cercil activated his stealth camouflage. His blood-filled eyes seemed to float in midair for a moment, staring at Half-Killer, until finally disappearing.

"Where'd the Arbiter go?" asked Bukakke.

Dutch squeaked, his legs crossing over his balls in obvious pain. "I think…I know…"

Half-Killer stood up hurriedly. "Well, no time to lose before he comes back, let's go." Fisto nodded and slapped the door, causing it to slide open.

"FOR THE PROPHETS!" chorused the Spec-Ops Elites as they rushed in, spraying their weapons everywhere like a bunch of professionals. The unsuspecting Heretics cried out in alarm and tried to un-holster their weapons, but their overly curvy and gimmicky alien firepower was caught on their unnecessarily strap-centric armor. They didn't have a chance once Tartarus entered the fray, swinging his hammer and taking out a Heretic with every stroke.

Half-Killer mowed down a squad of flailing heretic Grunts with his plasma rifle, then turned to survey the carnage. The entryway of the station was spattered with blood and littered with the corpses of the heretics. Not a single Spec Ops Elite had been felled. It was good thing too, because their lives mattered to him yours does not.

"Good job men," said Half-Killer. "The filthy hereticsth didn't stand a chance."

Cercil materialized behind him. "Oh cripplesticks! Did you guys start the circle jerk already? I was just getting a nice sugary drink from the ship to make my jizz taste better to Half-Faggot." Cercil sucked on the crumpled straw of his Capri-Sun, inflating and deflating the bag as he sucked up the last dregs of sugar water with a nasty gargling sound. He burped. "If I'd known it was time to bone I would've picked up a couple bathtubs of Vaseline from Tartarus's personal stash."

"The secret location of which you just so happen to be privy too," said Fisto.

"Thaaffts enough," snarled Half-Killer, spraying spittle across both their faces simultaneously. "I've had enough of your intthettsthhant backchat! We are on a holy mission from the Prophet of Truth himself, and-"

"Boyfriend of Christ on a foreskin Crusade incoming!" Cercil made an upside down cross with his long, warty fingers to ward off the Nazarenes. "I'll save you from the putz, Kit Fisto!" He tried to reactivate his camouflage but nothing happened.

"What the hell is he talking about?" asked Kit Fisto to the universe in general.

Half-Killer smiled at Cercil, who was still babbling. "I forgot to mention one little detail, Arbiter: your shitty armor has stealth systems so old and cheap that they barely last fifteen seconds. And they take a minute to re-charge."

Cercil considered his words. "No worries, it's just enough time to sneak in and out of your mom's house with the speed of a queef."

Fisto quirked an eyebrow. "That fast. By that count you must last less than five seconds, Arbiter"

"Fat and ugly whores really do it for me." He winked at her. "_Baby_."

Tartarus walked up beside them. "That reminds me. Arbiter, how's _your_ ass?"


	7. Dark Revelations

_**Tonight's episode...**_

_**Dark Revelations**_

"Are you sure about this?"

The Chief tapped his boot nervously on the elevator floor. This time it wasn't that one elevator from before, it was this new, other elevator that had never been seen once before. Where the other elevator was large and flat and fit for cargo, this elevator was a personnel elevator and was only fit for one or two people tops. It was an elevator fit for speedy transportation around the MAC cannon station, which was why the Chief had chosen it to take him to an empty cargo hold; he would have walked, but dragging the bomb that was now beeping sullenly behind him was a lot of work.

"What did you say?" asked Cortana.

"Are you sure that your plan will work?"

"I've run the calculations hundreds of times. I am the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning and the end. I will give unto him that has a thirst for the waters of life."

"What?"

"Just kidding. Yes, retard, I'm sure; I'm tracking the locations of the Covenant cruisers with pin point accuracy as we speak, and by the time you reach Cargo Bay B you won't be able to shit without shitting on one of them."

"You can't shit in space," said the Chief. "It would just float around."

"Wow, really? You're so smart. I didn't know that all Spartans were fucking rocket scientist mathematician philosopher king-geniuses."

The Chief nodded in agreement. "They didn't just replace our bones with metal, you know. My skull is full of metal."

"That explains why you're dumber than shit."

The Chief frowned. "You seem kind of on edge lately, Cortana. This couldn't have anything to do with me murdering you back on Halo, could it?"

"Not until you started palling around with two other women."

"Johnson's just a friend. I'm not even attracted to him."

There was a very long pause in which the Chief got off the elevator and began to drag the bomb into the small, dark hangar bay. Through the glass bay doors, many pale white Covenant ships could be seen drifting past Earth.

"I meant Oreo and Miranda, Chief. Not Oreo and Johnson. Otherwise I would have said 'two jackasses,' not two women. You do know what a woman is, right?"

"Anyone who was born of a snake's womb and a jackal's seed-that's what Keyes said." He puffed as he pulled the bomb by its prong. "And anyways, I thought you and Oreo were cool."

"We were, until I had to deal with her incessant bleating and had to watch you drool over her bitch tits."

"I would never kill you so that I could run off with some other woman and or man, Cortana."

"Except when you did."

"Water under the bridge," said the Chief dismissively. "Now, what's next in your plan to launch me out of an airlock at two hundred miles per hour towards a pitched space battle while attached to nuclear bomb?"

"Pres that button," said Cortana. "The red one, with the sign over it saying 'do not press.'"

"Sure." The Chief let go of the bomb and sidled over to the post where the emergency bay door controls were. "You know, if I didn't know better I'd think that you had gone insane and were planning to murder me."

"Why would I murder you when there are still thousands of things in the universe I haven't forced you to stick up your ass?"

The Chief eyed the long, oblong bomb in all its spiky glory. "Well. It's gonna blow, time to go."

Not a few moments later his body was expelled from the hangar at speeds approaching quite fast. He soared through the vacuum of space, his eyes set firmly upon the ass of the Covenant cruiser, known to its owners as the Ubiquitous Periphrasis. Just as Cortana had said, he was delivered to the ship in a perfectly safe time; the Chief shot right into the bowels of the battle boat through a open fin-like aperture. He looked around in astonishment at the sheer scale of the graceful ship's design from this up-close vantage point.

"Makes you think," he said.

"Not really," said Cortana.

The bomb led the Chief on towards a vast wall of blinking lights in the recesses of the hull's outer shell. He braced for impact, placing his feet on the bomb's safe surfaces right before its massive prongs pierced the hull, sticking firmly to the vessel like a deadly thistle.  
>"Is it set us up?" asked the Chief.<p>

"What?"

"The bomb."

"Oh. No, you have to turn it back on, remember?"

"Right." The Chief surveyed the large, foreboding device. "I don't know how."

"Press that button."

The Chief squinted. "The red one. With the sign next to it saying 'do not touch.'"

"Oh yeah."

He paused. "You know. If I didn't know better, I'd think you were planning to murder me because you've gone insane with jealousy."

"We've been over this," said Cortana. "Besides, the first part of my plan worked. Maybe you should trust that the next half will work too. You know, because we're a team?"

"Good enough for me." The Chief pressed the button and everything exploded. His lifeless body was propelled like a smoking rag doll from the gnashing, roiling explosion of plasma that had been the unfortunate Covenant cruiser. A galaxy of debris expanded with deceptive slowness from the explosion, shredding nearby Covenant cruisers in a chain reaction of shrapnel that grew and grew like a forest fire in space. The Chief himself shot like a human torpedo through the hull of a nearby MAC cannon, known as the _Ulyesses S. Odessyus_. He burst out the other side in a cloud of dust, furniture, and soldiers who picked the wrong day to quit smoking.

"Well, at least there are no hurt feelings," said the Chief as he bounced off a rapidly frosting chunk of dead bodies and debris.

Cortana made no comment. Soon enough, the Chief was heading towards a drifting husk that had once been a starship. Its hull was still alight. He angled himself for an optimal landing and then pushed off, redirecting his space course towards that tiny blue marble, Earth, the kind of marble that your little brother keeps stealing because it's smaller than the other ones and goes a lot faster, and you don't even like it because it's a stupid baby color but it is the fastest one so you want to have it on hand when your friends come over so you can beat them.

"Earth," intoned the Chief. "The final frontier. These are the voyages of the starship _Hamburger_. Its mission? To seek out brave new butts. To destroy all alien life. To remove the xeno obstruction."

"You know, you're going to die when you enter Earth's atmosphere." Cortana sighed. "And so will I. I don't think I thought this through very well."

"What woman ever did?" said the Chief wistfully.

"On the other hand," said Cortana, "some people's deaths are worth dying for."

They were getting closer to Earth; although space itself was peaceful, despite the thousands dying horribly all around, the Chief knew he must be travelling at incredible speeds to near Earth so quickly. Probably like, fifty, sixty miles per hour.

The Chief began to sing. "Let it go! Let it go! Something something something! Let the storm rage on! Something sooomething thiiing!"

Cortana sighed. "I wish that I had a real body just for one moment before I die. So that I could strangle you."

At that moment, the Chief's radio crackled to life!

"This is Miranda Keyes of _The In Bareback Clad_. Chief, we're going in manual and thrusters are fully engaged to pop all heat sinks and go in hot while savoring the payload for a dangerous insertion into hairy territory at warp speed."  
>"Also, I'm aboard," said Oreo on the same line, cutting off Miranda. "I wanted to take the escape pods but they had all been used. I mean, they were still there, but they had been <em>used<em>. Thanks, Miranda."

In the background, Sergeant Johnson screamed something unintelligible.

"Cool," said the Chief. "So, did you see what I did? In space, I mean. Well, technically we're all in space right now. But I mean in actual space, with the bomb."  
>Miranda interrupted them. "You can fill me in over a nice chianti in bed, big guy. Right now we need to pick you up—Cortana, can you penetrate me with those coordinates?"<p>

Cortana groaned. "Wow, you're really pushing it. I'm sending you the coordinates now. You're going to have to accelerate to the Chief's speed if you don't want him to punch a hole straight through your ass."

"Hmm," said Miranda.

"She means literally," said Oreo.

"Hmm," said Miranda.

"I can't believe I'm going to be saved!" exclaimed the Chief, nervously eying the Earth as it sped ever closer.

Cortana sounded relieved. "I know—"

"By a woman!"

Soon enough, _The Bareback_ swooped out from behind an exploding cruiser and headed straight for the Chief at blistering speeds. He watched with interest as the ship seemed to pass him, then float alongside him. The cargo bay door opened and someone in a spacesuit with gigantic breasts appeared in the aperture, beckoning to the Chief as the ship slowly banked towards him. The Chief soon found himself passing through the cargo bay doors and into the chest of Oreo. After the bay had shut, she removed her helmet and grinned at him with an exhilarated expression.

"You okay, Chief?"

"Never better." The Chief disembarked from her embrace and began to space-dust himself off. "I do have to pee real bad, though."

"Okay," said Oreo.

"All done," said the Chief. He stretched. "What's up?"

"The Covenant have breached the MAC defenses and landed on Earth," said Oreo seriously. "We're not sure why, though. Usually they blast the planets from orbit. I think they're looking for something."

The Chief went to a sealed rack on one side of the room and popped it open. Inside was an assault rifle, which he grabbed. Dramatically, he pulled back the bolt of the rifle and turned to Oreo.

"Looking for something, huh? Well. _They found it_."

Oreo blinked. "What…what do you mean?"

The Chief lifted the rifle. "Me and my gun. They found me and my gun."

She gestured for him to continue. "So…so?"

"So I'm going to kill them."

"Oh!" She brightened. "I get it!"

_Lost deep in space, the Spec Ops squad was piled into a large personnel elevator aboard the gas station. They were heading ever deeper into the bowels of the heretic installation._

DP sniffed the air. "Man, Tartarus! And I thought your average Brute smelled bad!"

"Bathing is for people trying to be attractive," said Tartarus. "I don't _need_ to be attractive to nab fresh meat. Take the Arbiter, for instance."

Cercil clenched his fists and shook in silent rage.

Half-Killer nodded approvingly. "Keep them coming, Chieftain."

"The Arbiter will keep me coming," said Tartarus. They high-fived.

"Seriously?" asked Cercil. "You think that's funny? I have better material than this guy."

"No, you don't," said Fisto.

"It upsets you," confided Half-Killer to Cercil. "That makes it comedy gold."

Soon the elevator hit ground floor. A bunch of heretic Elites and Grunts were waiting in ambush in the large circular chamber below, and as soon as the elevator landed they opened fire. Somehow they managed to miss every single target; most of the heretics were unusually intelligent and academic free-thinkers, which of course meant they sucked at all physical activity as a price for being smart enough not to believe in invisible immortal space fairies planning the best camping trip ever for anyone who can collect all their planet-sized cock rings. The Spec Ops Elites didn't have this problem, which is to say that they killed everyone.

"Another victory for the side of righteousness," said Half-Killer. The Spec Ops Elites cheered.

Cercil nodded enthusiastically as he surveyed the steaming dead bodies all around, licking his lips. "Sexy work, guys."

Kit Fisto ran a hand over her face. "Jesus Christ. I mean, Forerunners."

"Spread out and search the bodies, men," said Half-Killer. "This looks like some sort of command center; perhaps we'll find Heretic Leader's body among them. Or the body of our informant."

"Do you mean Ayeloaf Penice?" asked a snickering Spec Ops Elite.

Half-Killer raised his eyebrows. "I wasn't implying that you loved penis, Penis-Fencing, but I'm proud that you trusted me enough to come out to."

Fisto looked honestly surprised. "Did…did he just burn someone?"

"Hmmm…" said Cercil. "I don't know. It's a toss-up." He gave Tartarus a preemptive look.

In one instant the Brute Chieftain was opening his mouth to respond, a leer twisting his face, and in the next an arc of blue fire flew across the room and into his mouth. It was a plasma grenade—and before anyone could so much as shout, Tartarus had swallowed it.

He burped.

Everyone stared at the white haired Brute.

"Wow," said Cercil. "At least we know he's a swallower."

"That's it!" said Kit Fisto.

"I know," said Half-Killer. "I don't think I can take much more of this."

"No, I mean that." She pointed to the red armored Elite on the other side of the room who was racing for the door, a jetpack on his back and a bandolier of plasma grenades on his chest.

"It's Heretic Leader!" cried Half-Killer. "Open fire!"

They did. A wall of hot and sexy plasma splashed against the wall, moving like a wave towards Heretic Leader. The red armored Elite gave a muffled cry of surprise and fired his jet pack, shooting him the rest of the distance to the door. He slipped through just as force field sprang up in the doorway to absorb the plasma fire. A few moments later two large pink needles drifted across the room and shattered uselessly against the shield.

The entire squad turned slowly to face the Arbiter, who was holding a Needler in both hands and aiming down its pink forest of shards. He lowered the weapon and looked at the stunned faces all around him.

"What is it?"

Half-Killer shook his head and jogged down the length of the room, weaving through a field of now doubly scorched heretic bodies to make his way to the force field and the red armored heretic waiting patiently behind it.

"I feel like I'm in high school all over again," said Cercil to Kit Fisto as he cradled his Needler. "Nobody approves of my stylistic choices and older men mercilessly abuse me with cattle prods every morning."

"Huh." She gave him a speculative look. "Cattle prod. Is that your pet name for Tartarus's dick?"

"Huh? What are you—" Cercil shook his head. "I mean…you know, Spartan program, cattle prods, training…" He shook his head again. "That's odd. For a second there I thought I—"

"—Was going to cry?" Fisto pointed at a corner. "Go do it over there."

"—was going to let you live, but never mind."

They stopped in a half-circle around the door.

Heretic Leader's armor, like the other Heretics', was primarily composed of tight metal bands and leather straps and outfitted with big blue gas-tanks.

Cercil eyed him. "Man, whoever designed my armor must have designed yours too! Someone's got a bondage fetish."

"Chhoh, chhfhew haff kno hddha," said Heretic Leader, saliva pooling around his re-breather.

"Uh…" Half-Killer gestured at his own mouth. "Your gas-mask-thing is, uh, too big. I can't understand you."

"Oh thorry." Heretic-Leader removed the mask to reveal a disdainful sneer. "This better? Hello there, _Commander_—I see you brought an entire cadre of your sweaty, muscle-bound fans to help you out." He looked at an imaginary tool in his hand. "What's this!? My sensors indicate that an erection is nearby!"

"Your sensors must be pretty deep in your ass," said Half-Killer.

The Heretic leader laughed. "Some things can never be fully buried. Does anyone here know of your past, Commander? Shall I tell them?"

Half-Killer's face turned to stone. "There is nothing to tell."

"Aaaah." The red armored Elite inhaled slowly like some sort of the Joker. "I wonder what the Prophet of Truth would say if he knew of your…_betrayal_ at Halo. I wonder what the Arbiter, scapegoat that he is, would _do_ if he knew just _who_ was really responsible."

"Your mom," said Cercil.

Heretic's grin widened. "Arbiter…our resident faith-head—or are you? I saw your branding. We all did. Not quite the performance I expected froma shamed crusader. The whole thing was televised, you know. _Live."_

"Everyone blames the victim," said Cercil. "This is such a rape culture."

"Indeed," said the Heretic Leader. "The Sacred Holy Oracle has told me of such things, and of many more." He addressed the whole group of Spec Ops Elites, including Tartarus. "Who among you would know its words?"

Dutch raised his hand. Fisto slapped it down.

"Ow!"

"Shut up."

Heretic Leader snorted. "The blind leading the blind—it is as I thought. And what of you, Tartarus?" His smile turned knowing as he looked to the Brute chieftain. "The Oracle knows many secrets. There is more to be discovered here than just the Commander'_s_ past or the Arbiter's 'zealotry,' Chieftain."

"I love to rape," said Tartarus.

"Or not." Heretic Leader checked his watch, which was ironically not made of straps or wearing a re-breather. "I'm sorry my friends: it looks like I'm running out of time."

"What, you have to get back to the set?" asked Cercil.

"Very funny." Heretic produced his re-breather again.

"The gay set," amended Cercil.

A dry chuckle escaped the red Elite's lips as he slipped the re-breather back over his face. "How ironic that you should mention such a thing, Arbiter. Don't you know that the Covenant isth ah ghaeh ethsch chalt?"

"Yeah, duh," said Cercil. "Of course I knew that. Everyone does."

"Ohth? Perhshs yho o chnoo mhor than—"

Kit Fisto interrupted him. "Is that the sound you make when you suck Tartarus's dick, Arbiter?"

Cercil turned away from the force field and the Heretic Leader, who ran away. "I'll make that sound when I suck your small intestine down my throat like a saucy spaghetti noodle."

Half-Killer kicked the still active force field in frustration and then rounded on them. "Wow, _great _teamwork guys. We really purified this den of sin."

"Fuck you too," said Cercil.

Half-Killer lunged at him.

Tartarus caught both Elite's by the backs of their armor and lifted them easily into the air. "I'm not surprised you people weren't able to prevent Halo's destruction if all you do is argue with each other," he said disapprovingly. "Your teamwork really leaves something to be _desired_, boys." He shook them, and both Half-Killer and Cercil squawked in fury.

Kit Fisto tugged one of Tartarus's tribal thigh-hair tassels. "Smash their heads together."

Tartarus ignored her and instead dropped both the Elites on their asses, crossing his arms and giving them each arrogant looks as they rubbed their posteriors. "It's no wonder that your pathetic race is falling out of favor with the Prophets." He smirked. "Perhaps one day my people shall take your place."

"Foreshadowing," said Cercil. "I mean, how dare you!"

Half-Killer was not amused. "I doubt you're people will have enough time to fill our duties, Chieftain, what with you continuously frenzy-fucking each other every moment of every day."

"HA!" Tartarus's belly shook like a bowl full of KY-Jelly. "Don't worry, Half-Killer; I'll have plenty of time to fill your _duty_."

"And that's why Elites pilot the ships." Half-Killer got to his feet, but then fell over as he was used by Cercil as a counter weight to stand up.

"Don't listen to him, Tartanus," said the Arbiter as he dusted himself off. "I think you guys make great meat shields."

The Brute Chieftain smiled sweetly. "Thanks. I think you guys make great meat."

"Hold on," said Kit Fisto, "do you mean we make great meat for eating or for whatever it is you do to the Arbiter?"

"Aaah." Cercil looked wistfully of into the distance. "To rape or eat—an age old question."

"Both," said Tartarus.

"This guy." Cercil thumbed over his shoulder. "This guy, right here."

"When's the wedding happening?" asked Fisto.

"When's your cycle ending?" asked Cercil.

Half-Killer finally got back on his feet. "When you both shut the fuck up." He motioned the Spec Ops squad over. "Blumpkin, DP, Dutch, Bukkake—Heretic Leader can't have gone far, men. I want you to spread out and secure this chamber." They began to disperse. "Fisting," said Half-Killer.

Fisto looked up. "What?"

As she was speaking, one of the Spec Ops Elites jogged over. "Reporting for duty, sir!"

"Good." Half-Killer indicated the door that Heretic Leader had fled through, then a nearby control terminal. "You're good with your hands—I want you to hack into their system and find out where this hatch leads."

"Yes sir!" Fisting nodded to the Arbiter and Fisto and then jogged off.

Cercil looked at Fisto. "Friend of yours?"

Half-Killer interrupted them. "Fisto, ignore the Arbiter and go scout for a door that isn't locked."

As she left, Half-Killer turned to Tartarus. "Chieftain, can I count on you to help me track down this scum and take him down?"

Tartarus looked confused. "What do you mean? The Arbiter is right here."

"I'll take that as a no." He turned to Cercil. "And you. Do whatever it is you're supposed to do here."

"Die horribly?"

"Yes, that. Do that, while the rest of the world gets things done."

"No thanks, cum tanks." Cercil began to wander off. "I'm going to go find ammo for this kick ass needler."


	8. Brown Town

_**Tonight's episode…**_

_ "Brown Town"_

New Mombasa. The largest city in future-Kenya. It is an economic cosmopolitan capstone, and one of the brownest places on Earth. In 2028, professional architect Jonathan Seagal and local mayor Akachi Akua met at a bar and discovered their mutual love of the color brown over drinks. Upon their second meeting they devised a city-wide plan of 'Brownification,' using their government contacts to offer special tax breaks to businesses and building owners if they would allow Jonathen Seagal's company, Brown Solutions, to modify the facades of their buildings. Special 'brownilation' chemicals were applied to the windows of all buildings. In addition, 'brownish stone color' paint was spread all over the modern architecture. Light fixtures were replaced with brown fixtures, and asphalt was paved over with a special mix of cement and ochre. As a final touch, special ambient light sources were inserted in unassuming locations throughout every room, street, and plaza of New Mombasa. The lights were tinted brown in order to create a sense of impermeable brownness so that all colors took on a brown tint. Their work done, they then planted a bunch of trees.

But all that changed the day the Covenant rolled into town.

It was less than twenty four hours from the Covenant fleet's arrival to their landing on Earth. It was actually two hours. The MAC cannon defense grid was designed to take on hundreds of Covenant cruisers at a time—it was an impenetrable web, co-authored by Earth's mightiest minds. And it would have worked. Except for one, tiny, unexpected flaw, which was that it was a piece of shit.

_The following will be written in the style of a Halo licensed novel._

Tartass Vacuumee, Fleet Master and Commander of the _Anodyne Probation, _observed several still shots of New Mombasa taken from the helmets of some of his best men. His personal cabin boy and assistant, Urinal, sidled up obsequiously to his master.

"Take a look at this, Urinal," said Vacumee, indicating the buildings in the shot. "For bad old no good heretics, the humans have fine taste in architecture and colors, and I admire their choice of ambient lighting." He pounded one fist into an open palm. "Let's blow it up!"

"But what about the Ark, master?" sniffled Urinal, snot dripping from his nose and eyes simultaneously. "The Prophet of Regret would…_regret _us to death if we were to destroy the Ark inadvertently."

"Not to worry." Vaccumee ruffled Urinal's greasy mop of hair. "We'll blow the humans up slowly, one building at a time."

And then pieces of the _Ubiquitous Periphrasis _sliced through their shields and hull and vaporized everyone on the bridge.

_The following will be written in the style of a half a dozen year old crack fan fiction that nobody reads anymore and that has less relevance to the Halo canon than Halo 5._

Anyways, the Covenant rolled into town and killed everyone. But luckily enough, the bodies of the hundreds of thousands of dead civilians all evaporated just in time for the Chief and his friends to fly their enormous ship through the atmosphere of the Earth, probably setting off a bunch of explosions and setting fire the ozone layer as they did so.

The Chief, Oreo, Johnson, Miranda, and just them had all piled into the front of _The Bareback_ to watch as the jutting brown pillars of Mombasa drifted by beneath their ship in mock placidity. Cortana was picking up something garbled over the Covenant battle net, and it wasn't just Diablo 3's servers.

"It's a message," she said, suddenly. "It's just one word. 'Regret. Regret. Regret.'"

"Those are three words," said the Chief.

Johnson smiled smugly. "'Dear humans,'" he mocked, "'we regret being alien bastards. We regret being honkey ass bitches. We regret being on the down low.'" He flipped off the huge Covenant ship that was tea bagging out of the brown clouds to the east, looming over the city. The Mombasa local government had authorized a 'brown cloud' aerosol spray initiative not two months ago. Sadly, Akachi Akua had died weeks before he could have seen it, respectfully buried by his beloved family in a pile of dirt that was colored an icy healthy, earthy grey.

"'Regret' is the name of one of their religious leaders cum generals, Sergeant," said Cortana. "It seems that he's gone on ahead and landed his forces on Earth without the support of the rest of the fleet. That ship there is his capital ship, _The Exhorted Calumny_."

Miranda nodded grimly. "Before we can deal with that, we need to support our boys on the ground. We can't let the Covenant get a foot hold in a place as important as Monbasso."

"Mombasa," said Oreo.

"Thanks, bitch." Miranda turned to the Chief before Oreo could object. "Chief, I need you. To take a Pelican down to the city and rendezvous with Johnson's squad."

"But Johnson's right here. Can't we go down together?" The Chief turned, but Johnson was not in fact right there.

"Later, nigooogs!" came the Sergeant's voice from the open bay of a Pelican drop ship as it flew past the view port.

Oreo's jaw dropped. "Wow! That was fast."

"He's slick," agreed the Chief.

"No time to admire Johnson," said Cortana. "Your Pelican is waiting for you in the loading bay, Chief."

"I'll go with him," said Oreo firmly.

Miranda shrugged. "Whatever. No one cares."

"Affirmative." Cortana's bitch voice was back in full swing. "You two can meet the Pelican's pilot, too. His name's Tad."

"Tad?" The Chief scratched his helmet. "I swear that name is familiar."

Oreo looked amazed and happy. "Tad! I don't believe it. Chief, Tad was our pilot back on Halo!"

"Oh, right!" The Chief said cheerfully. "That guy. He was such a…a guy. I liked him. And his seventeen brothers who all died."

Cortana cleared her throat. "Well, Tad died too. I was actually joking. He died, and he's never coming back."

Oreo shook her head in disgust. "That's cold, Cortana."

"Well, I was named after a sword, you know," said the AI.

The Chief rolled his eyes. "Oh, here we go again. Tell me more about the sword and the shield and the past and the future why don't you?"

"I wasn't quoting," said Cortana tartly. "I was just saying."

"No one cares." Oreo grabbed Chief by the hand and led him out of the cockpit.

They departed in a Pelican a few moments later. The pilot, as they discovered, was a fairly normal man with no distinguishing characteristics named John. He spoke in a deep Irish American accent and had brown hair and brown eyes, and he had obviously trained in flight school a lot. He neither had a girl waiting for him at home nor two kids he couldn't wait to get back to, and he wasn't planning on retiring any time soon. He had never smoked once in his life, and he was completely free of old war wounds. His parents and extended family were alive and well on other worlds and no one in his life had been touched by the tragedies of war, so he had no desire either for vengeance or justice.

But he did have AIDS.

The Pelican touched down in a bombed out playground a few minutes later. The wind it made rustled the trees of Akachi's legacy, and the lights on the chassis illuminated the sun-baked brown streets and alleys of New Mombasa still further. The Chief and Oreo slid out of the bay doors and checked their weapons while a handful of other Marines also disembarked around them. Oreo waved towards the front of the Pelican.

"Bye, John. Thanks for, um, having us. Bye!"

John waved absent mindedly and the Pelican took off again, leaving the squad alone.

"That was so awkward," said the Chief.

"What do you mean?" asked Oreo with faked confusion.

"The whole flight," said the Chief as they took the alley-stairs together, heading towards Brownyard, the most popular spot in town. "The whole flight I was just thinking 'please don't bleed or ejaculate on me, please don't bleed or ejaculate on me, please don't bleed or ejaculate on me."

"Chief!" exclaimed Oreo.

"Well, it's true. Don't tell me you weren't thinking it too."

"I wasn't!"

"Huh." At the end of the stairs, the Chief readied his rifle and peeked around the corner. Behind his back he made several quick hand signals to Oreo. She leaned closer to him with a look of confusion on her face.

"What does that mean, Chief?"

"What does what mean?" The Chief idly scanned Brownyard plaza. There were a few orange grunts and blue elites standing around jerking off, but nothing unusual. Although it was strange to see the Covenant on Earth; he had gotten used to fighting them on Halo. Also he had never been to Earth.

"The hand signals, Chief," said Oreo. "I don't understand them. Is that Spartan code, or something?"

"No," said the Chief. "I was just making them up as I went along."

"Well how do you expect me to—"

The Chief leaned around the corner and fired off three rounds. Because he had waited for just the right moment, all three bullets bored directly through the ear of the first blue elite, the consecutive heads of all three grunts, and then into the mouth of the second blue elite. Five small spurts of purple and blue piddled into the air before the aliens collapsed, leaving Brownyard Plaza devoid of all hostile life.

Oreo whistled. "Not bad, Chief. Did Cortana help you pull that one off?"

"Who cares?" The Chief marched out into the center of the plaza just in time for Johnson's Pelican to fly overhead. The Sergeant waved from behind an enormous mounted chain gun hanging out of the back of the drop ship, and his voice soon crackled over the radio.

"Chief! I've got multiple buggers flying towards yo posish, nignog! Ready they asses up!"

"What's a bugger?" asked the Chief.

Oreo flushed. "It's…uh, it means—"

"Anal sex," said Cortana. "But in this case, I'm pretty sure Johnson was talking about a swarm of Covenant drones. Though it is strange how he told you to 'ready their asses.' I'm not sure what he was going for there."

The Chief shrugged. "That's part of Johnson's ethnic charm."

Oreo eyed him tiredly. "That's one way to put it. Like, the worst way." She patted her SMG. "Get set, Chief, I think I hear those drones."

She was right; a brown cloud of insectile parts soon rose up from behind the brown buildings of New Mombasa, glowing points of plasma pistol light well dispersed amongst their fluttering forms. The cloud bulged and turned like a giant amoeba when it spotted the Chief and Oreo. There must have been a dozen drones or more swooping straight towards them with yellow-green eyes made lambent by hatred.

After they were all dead, the Chief and Oreo reloaded their weapons and proceeded on. But soon enough they found their way blocked by a large set of steel doors that looked to have been clumsily bolted over a concrete archway, which would in happier times have led to one of the bustling brown back streets of New Mombasa. Now it was sealed by a foot of steel.

"Earth is a lot browner than I thought it would be," said the Chief.

Oreo sighed in relief. "You noticed that too? I thought it was just me. What about you, Cortana?"

"Oh, sure. And I know all about how this happened. It's actually a really interesting story."

"Why not," mused the Chief. "It looks like we're going to be standing in front of this steel barricade staring at it for no reason for a few minutes so we might as well listen to something to pass the time."

Oreo stared at him.

"Fantastic." Cortana began the storied tale. "New Mombasa is largest city in Kenya. It's quite the shindig, but it's also one of the brownest places on Earth. A while back, two twink assholes met at a singles bar and hooked up. Turns out they were both real sickos. They thought it would be a great idea to cover the whole city in shit, but they had to settle for spray paint. They fucked up all the buildings, the lights, and the streets too. Everything's brown as hell, now."

"Thank God Johnson isn't on the radio," said Oreo.

The Chief stared at the unmoving barricade in amazement. "I don't believe you, Cortana. I don't believe that that is the whole truth."

Cortana sounded reluctant. "Well…I suppose not. They did plant some trees."

"And were the trees brown?"

Oreo interrupted them. "Chief, why are we staring at this barricade? Aren't we supposed to be helping the marines clear out the Covenant?"

"Hush." The Chief placed a matte-black armored finger over her lips without looking at her. "All in good time."

Oreo gently removed his finger, but not literally. "This is getting weird. Weirder than usual, I mean. Are you drugging him again, Cortana?"

"Not at this exact moment in time."

"Something is coming," said the Chief softly. "Something big."

"Uh…" Oreo looked at him, then around at the silent yard. "…um. What is it, then?"

He glanced at her facelessly. "Not it. _Them_."

Somehow, Cortana cleared her throat. "You used the singular pronoun 'something,' which always substitutes for a singular noun. If you're going to make a creepy prediction you should at least be accurate. Also, I thought I was the one who was going to go crazy this time. What gives."

The Chief sniffed. "You guys should take me more seriously. I am the hero of humanity after all you know and this is my second grand greatest adventure, and that means means I should be awesome and super good at everything. I read a book about books once so I know it's true so don't even try to argue."

"Oh, Christ." Oreo screwed up her eyes. "You know I always hate to admit it, but Cortana's right. This is getting really annoying. We've been standing here for five whole minutes and nothing's happened." She threw up her hands in exasperation, but not literally. "Why are we even standing in front of this, anyways? What the hell could possible get through a solid foot of steel—"

Two enormous blue and grey and orange Covenant hunters burst through the foot of steel, their twin giant shields slamming through first in a cloud of shrapnel, soon followed by their lumbering, hulk-like bodies. The barricade of steel shuddered and fell away on either side as the hunters caught sight of the Chief and Oreo. Their fuel rod cannons began to glow in unison as angry gurgling noises emanated from the orange biomasses that filled their armor.

Then the radio crackled. "Yo nignogs! This is Sergeant "Akachi" Johnson—there are two big ass hunters headed your way pronto! Get crackin'!"

The Chief had already stepped in front of Oreo when the doors blew, so he was ready to deal with what came next; two blasts of green energy shot from the hunters' cannons and burst against his shields, completely draining them!

"Damn." The Chief flinched, covering his visor with one hand: it was the first time he had lost his shields since his armor upgrade. Hopefully they would recharge faster, as Gunny Gunderson Guns had promised.

The radio went off again. "Yo, this is Johnson! No need to thank me for the heads up or anything, I'm just doing my part for my brothers and sisters. One love!"

The Chief grabbed Oreo around the waist and sprinted for cove, more radioactive green blasts hot on their heels. They dove behind a large brown potted tree just in time to avoid being turned into human Hotpockets.

"Thanks, Chief. That was a close one." Oreo peered out from behind cover and took a few pot shots at the hunters. However, they weren't really pot shots because the hunters had already covered their sensitive parts with their large shields.

"Oh, sure," came Johnson's garbled voice over the radio. "Thank Super Whitey for a brother's hard time. _That ain't ever happened before_."

The Chief checked his motion radar to see what the hunters were doing; much as he had expected, they were standing in one place doing nothing. Wait! No, they were splitting up to flush him and Oreo out of cover from both sides. The crossfire would be deadly…

"Oreo." He turned to her. "Do you trust me?"

Oreo wiped a sweaty lock of coal black hair out of her face, glancing at him sidelong as she began to reload her SMG. "That depends on your definition of 'trust.'"

The Chief scoffed. "What do I look like, a dictionary?"

"Trust," began Cortana. "The belief that someone is reliable, good, moral, or honest."

Oreo raised an eyebrow.

"I am pretty honest," said the Chief. The hunters were getting closer.

"That's true," said Oreo. "That one thing about you is true. That one thing, only."

The two hunters stopped on either side of the tree and exchanged gurgles of triumph. Oreo gasped in surprise and horror as the aliens' fuel rod cannons began to glow once more, both aimed squarely at the humans.

The Chief tapped Oreo on the shoulder. "Hey, if I said I wanted your body now, would you hold it against me?" And then he grabbed her by the waist, pulled her to him, and leapt high into the air. Beneath his boots the hunters only had time to burble once in shock before their radioactive streams collided into one another, blasting straight through the abdomens of each. In the next moment, just as the Chief's boots hit the deck once more, the charred husks of both hunters collapsed hollowly to the ground with a cacophonous bang.

The Chief let go of Oreo, who shakily tottered away to go throw up into a tree bed.

"Nice job, Chief," said Cortana.

He smiled modestly. "Thanks."

"You could have just shot them or punched them like you usually do, though."

"Well I wanted to jump."

Lieutenant Oreo tottered unsteadily up to him, wiping the corner of her mouth. "Chief…that…that was amazing."

…I should put that one in the story summary, shouldn't I?

"I had no idea you could jump that high," she continued in awed tones. "And I had no idea it would make me puke like that. That was horrible, actually."

"Please don't breath on me," said the Chief.

Soon enough Cercil was able to sneak away. The plan had occurred to him to cut the station's stabilizing cables and kill everyone aboard—but of course Fisto and Half-Jaw would try to stop him if he did this in front of them, so there was no way he could bring them along to watch and shit in their mouths as they died. It was a good thing he had his amazing stealth camouflage or he would never have been able to get away from them.

"Oops, out of camouflage batteries again," said Cercil as he materialized sitting on a local toilet in front of a heretic elite who was about to urinate.

The heretic blinked down at him. "You were…you were just going to sit there?"

"Maybe," said Cercil, as he raised his needler. "But you'll never know for sure."

Leaving the restroom and cutting through the station's local honeymoon lingerie shop, Cercil was astonished to come across a hanger bay full of dead heretic bodies; it looked as if a sharp weapon of some kind had dispatched every one of the corpses. The cuts were deep and perfectly straight—whoever had done this was more an artist than a warrior, although they were obviously a warrior who was more a weapon than a man—or a woman for that matter, who knows, gender is a social construct.

"I love Twinkies," said Cercil. "Too bad they went out of business or whatever."

He stood in the center of the hangar or hanger on a raised dais, beneath which was a storage area. The cavernous bay around him was full of shadows and half-walls, strange geometries and indecipherable shapes in the darkness; whoever had killed the heretics could still have been there with him. Watching with steely eyes.

"Ready or not, here I come," said Cercil as he took off his pants.

At that moment a silhouette of darkness dropped from the ceiling and landed before his eyes with the grace of a cat. Cercil gasped—it was a human! A human girl, perhaps seventeen or perhaps older than seventeen. In no particular order her skin was perfect and perfectly pale white, her hair was obsidian black, her eyes were a deep emerald green that spoke of ancient wiccan magicks, her body was obviously toned and powerful beneath the tight but modest leather slash latex slash advanced but lightweight alloy ensemble that looked suited to an advanced stealth fighter of some description. On her back was sheathed a ninja-style sword that looked sharp enough to cut through stone.

Cercil gasped again. "You must be the one who left the toilet seat up!"

"Very funny, Arbiter," said a lilting voice. The girl removed the black cloth mask wrapped over the bottom half of her face, revealing a wry smile and beautiful features that gave an elegant beauty to her age.

"I am not a child molester," said Cercil firmly.

She sniffed, the smile disappearing like a frightened gazelle. "I've been briefed about your…peculiarities, so don't try to pull anything on me."

"Oh. Then are you here…_to kill me?_" Cercil folded his arms over his chest like a hip-hop artist and spread his legs, looking dramatically off to the left.

"If I wanted to kill you, you'd be dead," said the girl.

"That's terrifying."

She ignored him. "My name is Kestrel. I'm Half-Jaw's advanced infiltration team—what's left of it, anyways." She sighed. "The others elites who were with me, BJ and HJ, they didn't make it."

Cercil grinned. "Do you know what BJ stands for?"

"Blow job?" Kestrel sassed.

"No. Jail Bait." Cercil pointed a finger at her and cocked his thumb back—or at least he tried to, since Elites don't have thumbs. Or rather they have two thumbs. Right? God, it's been years since I even played Halo, why am I writing this shit anyways?

Kestrel lifted her chin. "So you're another one of those, huh? I thought the Prophet's chosen would be different, but I see your just another soldier who thinks women belong at home in the kitchen. Well, I can fight as well as any man…and I can prove it, if you'd like to see for yourself." She smiled cockily. "If you want to _try your luck_."

"So much sass," said Cercil. "You could open a root beer factory."

Kestrel's face went red. "I've was trained by Half-Jaw my whole life for missions like these. What have you even done? Well?"

"Hold on, you're serious about Half-Jaw training you? I thought you were fucking with me. I mean, isn't there a war happening on humans?" Cercil tapped his two chins. "Hm. Yeah, I could have sworn there was some sort of genocide on humans going on."

A lock of black hair fell into Kestrel's face. "Sometimes the most dangerous weapons…are taken from the enemy." She looked away wisely from him.

"Yeah, but what about you?"

"I was talking about me. Because…" she looked away dramatically, again "I am a weapon."

"Does that mean I get to shoot you?" Cercil produced his needler with a hopeful expression. "Get it? Shoot you. There's a double meaning—"

Kestrel shook her head in sadness. "Yet again I encounter Covenant who judge me based on my race, based on my past. Arbiter—surely you can understand…can't you see I only want to _belong_?"

"I know, but it's so weird that you're even here," said Cercil. "It reminds me of the other time a sexah goffick gurl appeared, back on Halo, if anyone still remembers that shit. Things didn't end well, let me tell you."

Kestrel looked interested. "What happened? Did it involve unrequited love?"

"Well, there was a lot of rape."

"That's horrible!"

"Yep. She just wouldn't take no for an answer."

The girl looked relieved. "Oh. You mean this woman you speak of was the one doing the raping? That's okay then—I thought I was going to have to kill you with my super secret butterfly rapist-killer kick."

"It's not a secret if you just told me about it," Cercil pointed out.

"No," said Kestrel, "You only know the name. If you'd actually seen the technique in action, I would have to kill you then too. I learned it in the super secret sisterhood of the Covenant, training alongside deadly female ninja elites who perform missions only the most highly trained women could possibly perform."

"I think we have one of those in the back," said Cercil, thumbing over his shoulder. "The ninjas, I mean. Her name's Kit Fisto and she's a bitch. Maybe you know her."

A loud crack rang throughout the room and his head shot up from a strong blow across his face. Kestrel was wiping blood off the back of her hand by the time the room stopped spinning for Cercil. He gasped; she had been so fast that he had not even seen her move! There was MORE to this GIRL than met the EYE.

"Was there a sthpider on my fathh?" He picked a bloody tooth out of his jaw and flicked it away. "Did you get it?"

She ignored his tough guy act. "Never use that word in my presence again, Arbiter."

"What word? Spider?"

Kestrel's eyes flashed. "No. The 'b-word.'"

Cercil frowned. "I'll say 'bagels' any time I want, and you can't stop me."

"Forget it..." Kestrel whirled dramatically from him and walked a few feet away, her silver eyes scanning the hangar bay. "Sit rep: I've cleared the area for us, as you can see."

Cercil kicked a dead body that had no head. "Who even uses a sword?"

"Regardless, since I'm here I might as well assist you in whatever it is Half-Jaw has sent you to do; my original mission was to scout ahead and clear a path, but I'm concerned you might not make it on your own."

"Is that how it is?" Cercil bared his teeth. "Oh, I get it. Very funny. I don't know why everyone is on my dick about the needler! It's not a bad weapon! I've killed plenty of grunts with it, anyways."

Kestrel stared at him in awe. "They say you were a Fleet Commander before your disgrace. But that can't possibly be true, can it?"

"It sure can. It was my grand strategies that defeated the humans on Halo."

"Halo exploded."

"Semantics," said Cercil dismissively.

"Oh, sure." Kestrel shrugged her shoulders. "What grand plan are you working on right now, _oh great and glorious armada commander_?"

"I don't respond well to sarcasm, so it's good that you're being serious about this." Cercil gestured around the hanger. "I'm actually looking for the cables that connect this half of the station to the rest."

Kestrel nodded in sudden understanding. "I get it—I heard on the radio that the Heretic Leader has hold up somewhere aboard behind a force field. What you're suggesting ought to flood him out, right?" There was a new found respect in her eyes.

"No," said Cercil. "I just wanted to kill everyone." He fiddled with his active camouflage controls, which seemed to be shorting out.

The respect disappeared from Kestrel's eyes like a frightened gazelle. "And you called _me_ gothic."

"Yeah, I did," said Cercil. "And now I'm going to call me Darren, I mean Half-Job, and find out whether you're really on the up and up."

"Go ahead. I'm not afraid of you."

"That makes two of us." Cercil placed a finger over his embedded earpiece. "Hey, Half-Jaw, have you been listening to this shit?"

A high pitched, ostentatious voice that would not be out of place in a theatre production came over Cercil's radio. "What the hell do you think you're doing, Arbiter? You've been out of contact for half an hour and Tartarus is starting to get antsy."

"Then stick your tongue up his ass. _I_ went to go cut the television cables, since you guys were all rubbing your nips over Heretic Leader's force field shield."

There was a short silence. "Cut the cables? Not a bad plan, Arbiter, if a bit suicidal. That way Heretic will definitely have to flee from whatever hole he's holed up in. He will surely come out so that we may kill him."

"He's not the only one who's going to come out soon."

"Good for you, Arbiter," came Kit Fisto's deadpan drawl crackling over the radio.

Crcil rolled his eyes. "Now I remember why I called you shit pinchers in the first place; we've just got hit by a class five perfect storm of Underworld vampire ninja spy T&A, and I want to know who's responsible for this."

"I don't know what you are talking about," said Half-Killer blandly.

Kit Fisto agreed. "I lost him at 'Underworld.'"

"Well, that obviously settles things." Cercil turned to the dark armored girl beside him. "Looks like you lost the game, Kestrel." He began to reach for his needler. "So, do you want it in your face or in your heart?"

Kestrel was about to open her mouth when the radio went off again.

"Wait—did I hear that right?" It was Half-Killer. "Hold your fire, Arbiter. Agent Kestrel's with us. Not that I was actually worried about you being able to beat her in combat; she was trained at the Covenant's super secret sisterhood of—"

Cercil punched the wall so hard that his entire hand broke.


	9. Bechdel Test

_Tonight's episode…where for some reason I spelled 'site' as 'sight' and had to go back and correct it…_

"The Chapter in Which The Bechdel Test is Passed"

It was high noon in shit city on a warm summer's day. The public fountains were burbling and the smell of over-sunned grass floated into the air from the shared gardens of the many small apartments in the poor quarter of New Momby. Once, fledgling families had started their lives here growing fresh fruits and vegetables to share with their neighbors: teamwork for survival, for a better world, for a better life. But now that life was over; a massive swarm of young IT professionals had moved into the 'trendy' area months ago and caused prices to skyrocket. No one could afford to live in the small communal dwellings anymore. Also, ten thousand aliens had swarmed through the city and murdered everyone.

Now one man was repeating the process. Well, when I say 'man' I really mean human. Because whatever else the Chief was, he certainly was a human also. He also had some help: Johnson was providing covering fire from the mounted gun of a Pelican drop ship (but he wasn't there right now), Oreo was shooting grunts with her SMG, and Miranda Keyes was sitting on a device known as 'The Pulverizer' as she steered the _In Bareback Clad_ over the city while looking for any nearby Covenant drop ships to shoot down. It was all incredibly humanistic and interesting.

"Thank god you're here, Chief," said a marine as the Chief and Oreo squeezed out of an alleyway and into a battle-worn courtyard. The marine pointed at several dark shapes slipping about in the yard across from them, hiding behind shrubs and the like. "The Covenant are dug in deep and we don't have enough hardware to blast 'em out."

The Chief put a hand on the marine's shoulder, which accidentally stopped his heart with the pressure. "Good thing you didn't. I wouldn't want you guys getting a hold of any grenades." He punched the marine playfully in the chest, the sheer physical shock of which was enough to jolt the poor man's heart back to life. "Now just point me in the direction of the Covies and I'll take care of everything."

The marine collapsed to the ground in spasms. Froth began to spew from his mouth.

"What did you do, Chief?" asked Oreo.

"I don't know." The Chief peered down at the man. "Do you think he's trying to tell us something?" His helmet jerked up and his voice dropped an octave. "My god. Oreo—the Covies—_they're in the floor_."

Oreo checked the ammo in her SMG. She did not look at the Chief.

"They're _in the walls_."

Oreo put a handkerchief back into her breast pocket after wiping her nose with it. She tried counting to ten.

"They're in…_the WALLS_."

"There aren't any walls, Chief," she said finally. "We're outside." She turned the marine onto his side so that he wouldn't drown in his own foam.

"She never agrees with you, Chief," said Cortana insidiously in the Spartan's ear.

"Neither do you," he pointed out.

"True."

Another marine panted up to them and saluted, sidestepping the twitching body on the ground. "Sir! Ma'am. Thank god you're here, again. The Covies are dug in deep and we need some hardware to break them out." Something was different about this marine, though. The Chief couldn't quite make it out.

"Oreo," he began. "…something is off, here."

Oreo took a look and then reported back to him. "She's a woman, Chief."

"So the stories were true."

"Yes," said Oreo. "Women exist."

"But…" the Chief paced around the female marine, who looked very nervous. "She's not…" his hand made circles. "She's not…"

"Naked? Or a whore? Yeah, most women wear clothes."

"But Cortana—"

Oreo shook her head. "Isn't even a real woman, Chief. And I'm beginning to suspect that Miranda Keyes isn't either."

Cortana piped up. "But you're real, right, Lieutenant? Aside from all that silicone."

Oreo patted the Chief on the shoulder. "I'm real in all the ways that actually matter. Isn't that right, big guy?"

The Chief sighed, blowing the confused female marine away with the force of his breath. "Damn. Everything is more complicated in the city."

"Not when everyone's dead," pointed out Cortana.

The Chief nodded thoughtfully. "True. Halo really was a more simpler time in the city."

"Because you killed everyone?" asked Oreo with some trepidation.

"Exactly! And speaking of which…" the Chief reached down and unclipped a frag grenade from his combat belt. He smiled grimly. "I think it's time we reintroduced our old friends to an old friend of ours."

Oreo gave him an encouraging look. "Good one." Then she stepped back and took cover behind a large anachronistic chest high wall with the words 'video game humor' spray painted on it.

"Are you kidding?" said Cortana. "That was a terrible one-liner, as usual."

"Thanks," said the Chief. "But you had better cover your ears because this is going to be very loud." He tapped into the radio as Cortana complained she didn't have ears. "Hey marines, you guys should all take cover too because I'm about to level about half the city."

A few of the marines stood up to cheer at this and were immediately cut down by plasma fire. The rest of them stood up to scream in anguish and were also killed. The female marine was amongst them; she fell to the ground in slow motion and died with a peaceful expression on her face, a lock of hair falling into her face from somewhere even though she had a buzz.

The Chief's body shook in outrage as he watched this travesty. "Sonsa bitches." He flicked the grenade into the air and caught it. "Sosa bitches!"

Oreo was not convinced. "Really, Chief? Not that I don't care or anything, but this happens all the time. It's because she was a woman, isn't it? Not that I'm complaining. I mean, I am complaining."

The Chief was shocked. "I can't believe you're so callous. I thought you were the sensitive one." A lone plasma bolt streaked across the courtyard and struck the Chief in the codpiece. His shields sizzled. The small cheer of a grunt went up and was quickly silenced by the sound of an elite slapping a grunt in the face.

"Child abuse!? SONSA BITCHES!" The Chief let 'er rip. The grenade shot across the expanse and landed smack dab in the midst of the unfortunately entrenched Covenant. As one they turned to stare at the small apple sized explosive.

"Oh god," said Oreo. "Not this again." The Chief dove for her and pinned her to the ground.

"Heads down, baby! This is gonna be a bad one!"

The frag grenade detonated. There was a flash of carmine light, and at that moment every Covenant trooper near the grenade was lifted a full half foot into the air. The elites' shields flickered. The grunts' twitched in pain. The jackals' screeched in outrage as their mobile barricades flashed. Then the Covenant troopers were all set back on their feet. The crack of the detonation faded instantly.

"What the fuck was that!" The Chief had been standing in plain view to observe this cataclysm. "That was horrible. Just horrible."

Oreo made a sympathetic noise. "Maybe it was a dud, Chief. That happens sometimes."

"Not to me," insisted the Chief. He pulled out another frag grenade. The Covenant all laughed at him, pointing their threatening alien fingers and mimicking noises of tepid flatulence. The Chief narrowed his eyes. "_You're on_," he said and let fly. The grenade streaked through the air and landed one meter away from a veteran elite. The elite snorted and turned to moon the grenade by pulling down its pants. In that moment the bomb went off in a thunderous conflagration. A ball of fire expanded in all directions for half a meter and absolutely happened to anyone.

"FUCK!"

Cortana was laughing. "Did I forget to tell you? They issued us new fragmentation grenades—they said the last ones caused too much friendly fire, so they had to tone them down a little. Also there were some complaints that they were too effective." Hearing this, the Chief threw his assault rifle at the ground and began stomping on it. Cortana continued laughing. "So, how do you like them? A lot more balanced now, right?"

"It's perfect!" exclaimed the Chief as he broke his rifle over his knee and threw both pieces into the sun.

Oreo began softly. "You know, Chief, they do have a point. I seem to recall a 'nuclear hell blast' turning an entire beach into glass back on Halo. We lost a lot of good..." she cleared her throat "…well, we lost a lot of people there. I mean, marines."

The Chief looked at all the dead marines around them who had just been shot to death by the Covenant. "Wow, you're right. This is so much safer for everyone."

"Well," said Oreo.

The Chief picked a corpse by the collar of its uniform and shook, letting the limp limbs flop around. He made funny puppet voice. "'Thank god they fixed those darn fragmentation grenades! I feel so much safer now!" He dropped the corpse on its face with a crunching sound. "'Yay! World peace is finally here!'"

Oreo backed away from him. "You're scaring me, Chief."

He ignored her and began storming back and forth in full view of the Covenant, who took in the scene with obvious consternation. The Chief threw his arms into the air like a retarded chicken. "Look out everyone! Look out! Here comes the pineapple bomb! It doesn't actually do anything but I have like four of them!" He whipped out another grenade, tossed it on the ground, and sat on it. There was a pathetic 'paff' of an explosion. "Whoa, excuse me, Oreo! Must have been something I ate."

"This isn't funny, Chief."

"It's kind of funny," said Cortana.

"I KNOW." The Chief sank to his knees, his shoulder's shaking with grief. He drove his fists into the ground. "THEY TOOK. MY GRENADES. THOSE BASTARDS! THEY TOOK THEM ALLL!"

Oreo rushed to the Chief's side and helped him up. Or at least she tried, but he weighed as much as a tank. "Come on, big guy. Come on. It's all over now."

"Way to kill the mood," complained Cortana.

"DON'T LOOK AT ME!" The Chief pushed Oreo away and stormed off directly towards the Covenant formation.

"Wait!" said Oreo, but she didn't dare step into the line of fire. An elite saw the Chief coming and pulled out a plasma grenade. He primed it and began to wind up a throw.

Cortana's voice was worried. "Look out. He's going for a sticky!"

The Chief groaned in despair. "What does it matter, though. What does it matter."

"It matters a lot because plasma grenades are still dangerous. And also because I'm still in your head."

"No, I mean, what does anything matter?"

"Oh." She thought about it. "In that case, not at all. Organic beings are basically just machines designed to eat, shit, and reproduce. You don't really exist for any other reason at all; truth be told, life is pretty pointless.

"My god," said the Chief. "That's beautiful." He dodged the plasma grenade, closed the distance, and shot the elite through the head with his fist. The plasma rifle slipped from its dead fingers and was caught in his grasp, whereupon he turned and shot down three approaching grunts. Then a jackal shot at him from behind its shield. The Chief hit the deck behind the elite's body and squeezed off a shot right through the jackal's murder hole and into its brain. That ended the fight.

The Chief stood up and surveyed his work with the air of one about to deliver a one liner. "Well. Looks like these guys…"

"Oh no." Cortana covered her ears, somehow.

"…_got fragged."_

Oreo came running up. "Chief, you're okay!" She looked around. "And you killed everything effortlessly. That's never happened before." Her eyes crossed. "And I made a whiny comment about it. Is this…déjà vu?"

The Chief shrugged. "Maybe. The only really surprising thing is how you're always surprised when I survive and save the day."

Oreo looked very sheepish. "It's not like I'm disappointed or anything."

The Chief went to pick up one of the assault rifles that a marine had dropped. "I guess some things don't ever change. Take 'ol faithful here for an example. Still has sixty high velocity, highly inaccurate rounds." He patted the matte black, stripped down battle rifle. "Still has that nice grey casing and comfortable memory foam grip, and that powered lever action for easy round chambering."

"I've got some great news for you, Chief," began Cortana.

Oreo hissed. "Don't tell him."

"Tell me what?" The Chief held the rifle close to his chest. "What's going on?" He sounded frightened.

Oreo touched his shoulder. "Look closer, Chief. That's not an assault rifle. That's a battle rifle."

The Chief whimpered. "Same…same difference."

"Not really," said Cortana happily. "Actually, the battle rifle has thirty six rounds for some reason, and it only fires in bursts."

Oreo winced. "Cortana…"

"Not only that, but it has an awesome reflex scope that you can use to sight down range at your enemies! You know, in case you need help aiming."

The Chief began to tense up. His arms bunched, his legs quaked, and his breathing increased rapidly. But just as quickly the tension faded and he returned to a relaxed stance. "Oh well. That's okay. I can deal with new guns—it's kind of funny how that rifle sounds a lot like our pistol, though. I don't know why we need it when we have the pistol." He nudged Oreo, who looked sick. "The good old UNSC standard issue pistol with explosive rounds and a gigantic clip with pinpoint accuracy and a built in scope. Right? Right?"

_Elsewhere, in the twilight zone…_

"I heard everything," said Kestrel smugly, tapping the implant in her ear as the Arbiter collapsed to the ground to nurse his broken hand. "I suppose you wish you could punch my face like you punched that wall. But I promise you that the result would even worse for you."

Cercil the Arbiter squinted up at her through the pain. "I would never punch you." He shook the fractures out and massaged the broken blood vessels. "Stab, maybe, but not punch."

"Oh, yeah?" Kestrel crossed her arms confrontationally. "Is that you how you get rid of all the empowered, powerful women you meet. Is that what you did that innocent woman who happened to be a rapist back on Halo? Do you even remember her name, or were you too busy enslaving the female spirit to your patriarchal control to notice or care?"

"_Yes. _Definitely yes."

Kestrel shook her head sadly. "I hope working with me will at least make you check your privilege by the end of this mission."

"Don't count down on it. Besides, it wasn't even me who killed Whitania." The Arbiter equipped his needler and set off down the cargo ramp. He had no actual idea where the cables were, of course; he had just chosen a random direction to take.

Kestrel jogged after him. "Wasn't you? Then who was it?"

"The Master Queef."

"Are you talking about the demon?" Her eyes darkened to a deep and powerful violet. "Long have I longed for the day when I could face the demon in combat to avenge the thousands of my Covenant brothers and sisters that he has murdered in combat."

The Arbiter watched her out of the corner of his eye as he slapped open the lock on a door. "I love to burst your bubble double toil and trouble there, but the Chief just so happens to be my brother. From the same mother."

Whitania's eyes abruptly resumed their normal supernatural purple color. "How could you be related to the demon?" she demanded disbelievingly. Her face softened. "Are you saying that…the demon is your long lost younger brother who was taken from the arms of a mother who had died giving birth to him, just as I have been told that my mother did? And that he was raised by the humans for the sole purpose of becoming a weapon, just as I was raised by the Covenant. And that now you, full of hatred and darkness for the death of your mother, seek to destroy your only brother. And that the demon, a soul of dark anguish, now longs to find a kindred spirit amongst the cold and never-ending stars above—someone who is just…like…him." She was panting with fantasy by the time she finished.

"Yes." Cercil scanned the hallway for heretics. "Wait, no."

Kestrel harrumphed as she followed him through the door. "Thanks for getting my hopes up."

"You're welcome. I could go into the true and incredible back story behind me and the Chief, but honestly I think it would be waste of time. Just watch _Fight Club_ or something." The Arbiter patted his needler to make sure it was loaded with its deadly pink aggression.

"If you say so," said Kestrel blithely. As she spoke, her eyes were drawn to the dead and field-stripped body of a heretic elite.

"What're you looking at?" asked the Arbiter. "I didn't touch him, I swear. I mean, I touched him with bullets. Needles. And then with my hands, to steal his ammo." He coughed. "I'm pretty sure this is the way to the cables. I've gotten lost a few times, though. Ended up in the ladies' room."

Kestrel nodded absently, still staring at the body. "Strange. Even now I feel some regret for killing these men. Though they are heretics, I feel a kinship for all outcasts and rejects of society, for I am as they are." Her face hardened with terrifying resolve. "But the will of the Prophets _must_ be obeyed."

"That's a real boner."

Kestrel looked at the Arbiter pensively. "Perhaps you can sympathize because of your situation."

"You know it." He tugged at the straps and inconvenient metal plates all over his body. "That darn heretic armor's even more sexy and revealing than mine! All that's missing are a butt plug and two nipple clamps." He glanced at the corpse. "Uh…three? No, five nipple clamps. Huh..." He patted his chest. "Now that's weird."

There was a very long silence. As Kestrel watched in disgust, the Arbiter took the opportunity to find a convenient alien wall-flange against which he could relieve an itch between his shoulder blades; his Arbiter slash bondage armor made touching himself very awkward, after all. Kestrel's expression became increasingly dismayed with each passing second as the Arbiter grunted and groaned while rubbing himself against the wall. Finally spent, the Arbiter sighed happily and flounced back before the human girl. He noticed her expression.

"Sorry about that," he said. "My Arbiter slash bondage armor really makes touching myself awkward."

"Not just for you." Kestrel looked ill.

"Whoa, hey," Cercil held up his hands. "Keep your eyes to yourself then why don't you? I've already got one semen reeking monkey lusting after this bod." He smacked his own ass enthusiastically. "Not that this sweet seat isn't the best in the business."

"Are you quite finished?" Kestrel smoothed back her short black bob of hair—hair that she kept short in the fashion of the mysterious eastern quadrant of the Covenant's core worlds, the planets of incense and assassination where women were trained in the arts of deadly hand to hand combat and could kill with a kiss. But they were also trained in the arts of diplomacy, seduction, and manipulation—she knew how to control men, for men were easily controlled by women who knew what to say.

"Do you like to talk to yourself too?" asked the Arbiter.

Kestrel adopted a warm smile. "Look, Arbiter, I think we got off on the wrong foot when we first met five minutes ago. I thought you would assume I was weak since I am a woman and young."

"And I did!"

"And you did. But I am also at fault for how I approached you. I know that men's egos can be incredibly fragile, especially when faced with a woman who is innately physically superior to them."

"That's true," said Cercil.

Kestrel offered him her hand. "I would be honored if you were willing to put this aside and consent to a fresh start between us." She pushed her hand forwards. "If you'd oblige me."

"Okay." Cercil reached out and clasped her small but incredibly strong hand that was like as the strength of a woman warrior. Kestrel let go as quickly as she could and wiped her hand on her pants.

"By the way, Arbiter, I don't think you ever told me your name. It hardly seems fair that you should know my name and I not know your name, does it not?"

"My name?" Cercil looked darkly down the empty corridors. Corridors as empty as his soul, and as dark as the emptiness inside said soul. "My name isn't important. What matters isn't who I am. It's _what _I am. And if I figure _that _out, well, I'll tell you first chance I get it. Deal?" He farted silently a few moments later.

Kestrel nodded. "I understand. I too suffer from a conflict of identity, being an orphan human fighting among the ranks of the Covenant as an unwanted child soldier, raised only by a cold and distant military authority figure who never treated me with any measure of affection. I had no friends then, nor do I now. Who would want to be friends with a _freak _like me, anyways? I am a human, but I am the enemy of humans. I am an agent of the Covenant, but I was born one of their sworn foes. What's that smell? Anyways, there is no place for me. I am a puzzle piece without a puzzle. Humans hate me as much as the Covenant does. The only thing anyone has ever wanted me for is war." Kestrel had to take a deep breath to recover herself after that one.

The Arbiter did not look pleased. "Are you going to keep going? Because I have to go to the bathroom."

Kestrel's expression was dark. "What would you care about my problems, Arbiter? You've probably been pampered your whole life, groomed to be Fleet Master, and honored to be the Arbiter even when you did what you did to Halo."

"I already told you that Halo fell down some stairs into a doorknob, okay? And by the way, I know more than you think about what it's like to be a freak who nobody likes and who is physically repulsive to everyone."

"I wouldn't go that far," said Kestrel hurriedly. "I mean, I'm not ugly at all."

Cercil placed a warty finger over her mouth. "Hush. Listen. I met a guy today, someone quiet and introspective, just like you. He doesn't have many friends and most people find him strange and shun him, but at his heart he's a good person. You might like him. His name is Shit-Sex."

As Kestrel vomited in the corner, a shape began to materialize from the shadows nearby. Refracting light bent into a rainbow of color over the body of a wiry Spec Ops elite who was cradling a beam rifle. The elite's bright yellow eyes narrowed unsubtly at Cercil and Kestrel over the weapon's purple body.

"Is your face making girls sick again, Arbiter?"

Cercil bared his teeth at her. "Look at that. The bitch train made another stop."

The Elite, Kit Fisto, nodded in a cordial way. "Yeah, we're trying to make a connection with the brute-dick-loving-sissy bus—when are you heading out?"

"As soon as I'm not weighed down by cunts." Cercil bared his teeth and their various macroscopic occupants at her. "But don't worry. We'll get back to High Charity in time for you to be crowned Cocksucking Queen."

Fisto looked hurt, as if a child had poked her. "Don't mock me. You know I had to bribe the judges just to get them not to vote for you in a landslide of cum." Her voice did not change, but her expression darkened considerably. "But actually I was asking when you were planning on cutting the cables. It's been a few months."

The Arbiter scowled. "I'll cut your cable."

"Right. Half-Killer sent me to make sure you got it done. First smart decision he's made since ever. But there's a first time for everything." Fisto smiled evilly.

"A broken clock…" the Arbiter trailed off. "Hold on, I'll get back to this one. You wretched fucking whore."

"Whenever you're ready." Fisto turned to Kestrel, who was just now recovering from her nausea. "So. Human girl. You must be Half-Killer's secret weapon."

Kestrel nodded shyly. "Yes…Did Commander Half-Killer ever say anything about me?" she asked. "I mean…" She looked almost like…a child. "Did he say anything positive. About me. You know."

"I don't think so," said Kit Fisto without malice. "Why?"

"I see…" Kestrel looked sadly off into the past for a moment and sighed heavily. Fisto and Cercil looked at each other. Kestrel began speaking. "You see, he was the one who found me when I was a child. He raised me in secret, sending me to the secret female ninja monastery to be trained in the finest arts of—"

Fisto interrupted her. "I went there. They had pretty good Social Science classes."

"Ah yes," interjected the Arbiter. "Social Sciences. The classes of choice for sluts."

"I didn't say I took them."

"What," asked Cercil, "the classes, or your professors' dicks?"

Kestrel kept talking obliviously. "—of assassination and espionage in the finer arts of warfare. I had no family, not like the other girls who had families. Their brothers and fathers and sisters and mothers would come to visit them once a year, like families. When one year passed, I waited with the others for my family, though I did not know who might come. I watched them embrace their families, and I thought that Commander Half-Killer would come for me and give me presents like they were given. But…"

"He's not the present giving type," agreed Kit Fisto. "Or the visiting children type. Although he did visit me in the hospital when I was sick with Sniper Lung. But then again, that whole thing was his fault."

Kestrel gasped. "Do you mean to say that he never gave you any presents either? Are you…his daughter? His estranged daughter of a widower who followed her father into the military in the forlorn hope of one day impressing him, never expecting that she would find herself fighting alongside him desperately trying to earn his respect with every passing day only to find that he grows more cold and distant with each passing moment?"

"No," said Fisto mildly.

"Oh," said Kestrel. "Then…are you his mate, his mate who longed to follow her warrior into combat to prove herself the equal of any man, and who know hopes desperately that she will be able to return home to her home world with their relationship intact as you are torn between Half-Killer and the Arbiter in a love triangle—"

"No," said Fisto much less mildly.

"This is amazing." The Arbiter walked around Kestrel, examining her as if she were fascinating work of art. "This is really amazing, and entertaining."

"Not really," said Fisto. "She actually reminds me of you. Which I guess would make sense, because—"

"FISTO!" it was Half-Killer's extremely effeminate voice on the radio. "That's classified information on a need to know basis! Meaning that nobody knows or needs to know!"

"I need to go," said the Arbiter. "Like, right now. Real bad."

"Sorry, sir," said Fisto to Half-Jaw. She also shrugged at the Arbiter. "Go find a wall to piss on if you have to so bad."

The Arbiter winced. "You don't understand." He leaned in close to her, a grimace of discomfort on his face. "_It's a number two._"

Fisto looked fairly disgusted. "What, do you need my permission to shit? Am I your mom now?"

Kestrel looked at Kit Fisto curiously. "And yet…could you be? Could you be the biological female counterpart of the Arbiter from another dimension, called in here by the ineffable loneliness of the void to combine your forces and eventually realize your dependency on each other as you fight the enemies of the Covenant and discover your everlasting—"

Fisto hefted her beam rifle. "You're starting to get on my nerves, kid. Don't."

"I think it's cute," offered Cercil.

"Really?" asked Fisto, the beam rifle's barrel drifting towards him.

"Well, not when you put it like that."

Kestrel raised her finger. "A moment of rare reconciliation between two heated enemies that—" she stopped when she saw the look in Kit Fisto's eye. "…uh, well, maybe not. Maybe I'm getting a little carried away." She drew herself up. "I apologize to both of you. My many hours of loneliness have lent me an active imagination."

The Arbiter agreed. "You can say that again. And you probably will." He winced. "Wow, I reeeally need to go number two, guys. I promise I will go cut your throats, I mean the cables, as soon as I'm done, okay? I promise."

Kit Fisto waved her hand at him. "Fine. Whatever. Go. I really don't care."

"Whew! Thank god," said Cercil as he began to take off his pants.

Kit Fisto and Kestrel both screamed in unison.

"Ha-ha." Cercil laughed, stopping mid buckle and straightening up with his hands on his hips and a horribly smug smile on his face. "Just kidding. Did you really think I would take off my pants in front of you?" He chortled lightly. "I got ya, you _dumb. Fucking._ _**Bitches**_**.**" Then he walked away, leaving Fisto and Kestrel in stunned silence.

"God," said Kestrel. "What an ass."

"Really?" Fisto squinted after the retreating Arbiter. "I don't know. I'd give it a three out of ten, maybe three and a half."

"That's not what I meant," said Kestrel. Fisto shrugged.

The Arbiter soon turned a corner and was out of sight. Then Kestrel looked sidelong at Fisto. "So, now that we're alone, do you want to talk about girl stuff?"

"Not really."

BECHDEL TEST PASSED! Take that, feminists! The patriarchy wins again.


	10. The Cable Guy

_Note: The way I was writing the chapters in split up parts was making the story drag and hurting my groove. I might go back and re-organize everything into bigger chunks or just keep going. I want something to actually happen once per chapter._

_Tonight's episode…_

"Religious Debate"

Cercil the Arbiter slinked down a dimly lit corridor with his body pressed tightly to the wall and leaving a trail of questionable grease on the way. Ostentatiously, he crouched down beside a large security door and pressed the side of his head to it, his arbiter helmet pushing up over the side of his lumpy head. Eyes closed, a sensual breath of air escaped his reptilian nostrils. His mandibles flexed slowly as he listened.

Kit Fisto and Kestrel had watched this entire display. The young human turned to the alien sniper and asked: "What do you think he's doing?"

"I have a feeling we're about to find out," said Fisto unhappily.

The Arbiter chose that moment to stand up. He gave them a dark look, his brows lowered into an extremely manly frown. "Ladies. My hyper-masculine alpha maleness has detected some" he sniffed "competition beyond this door. I think this is the place. The cable place."

"I didn't know your species had such a potent sense of smell," said Kestrel wonderingly.

"We don't," said Fisto. She scowled at the Arbiter. "'Hyper masculine alpha maleness,' huh? Is that what you call your motion tracker?"

"Little column 'A,' little column 'hole.'" The Arbiter removed a bottle of cologne shaped like a plasma grenade and splashed some glittering blue scent onto his neck.

"Where did you get that?" asked Kestrel. Fisto just looked disgusted.

"I don't know where I got it. It's called Sticky Blue, though." Cercil took a sip out of the bottle and smacked his lips. "Hm. Musky."'

Fisto nodded in mock understanding. "I see, Arbiter. That must help get the taste of Tartarus' dick out of your mouth."

"Barely. Say, do you have any tips—how do you get the taste of Half-Killer's asshole out of _your_ mouth?"

Kestrel held up her hands for peace like all children of dysfunctional gay couples do. "Guys, please. You're both so horrible all the time. Can't we just work together in companionable camaraderie like true brothers for a little while?"

Fisto looked at her in pity. "You haven't known the Arbiter as long as I have."

"I don't see how that's relevant."

The Arbiter put a hand on Kestrel's shoulder before she could dodge him. "That's because you're not part of the rich history between me and Fisto and Half-Killer. It's fit for drama, really, maybe even an HBO miniseries." He let go of her and framed Fisto in an imaginary camera shot. "I can see it now: _The Dead Ring World Empire of Mad Elites Breaking a Bad Wire: A Game of Plasma_, with intro music by Florence and the Machine."

Fisto glared at him through his impromptu finger-frame. "I don't know what the hell you're talking about half the time."

"I _knew _there was some sort of interpersonal drama!" Kestrel put her hands on her hips. There was a vindicated expression on her face. "My instincts never fail me!"

Cercil and Fisto were about to respond with some incredibly entertaining banter when suddenly a gigantic plasma net fell from the ceiling, enwrapping all three of them in its sticky hot clutches. In the next moment the concussive explosives attached to the net went off, blinding and deafening everyone into a state of stunned helplessness. Two elites in strap-centric red armor materialized from the shadows as the group struggled and flailed in pathetic impotence. The heretics drew large baseball bats from behind their backs and began to lay into the Arbiter and the bitches. In moments they had all been beaten into unconsciousness.

One heretic turned to the other. "We have eliminated the threat, blood brother. How shall we partake now my brethren?"

The other stroked his chins ominously. "Mayhap we should bring them…to _Leader_."

The first heretic nodded with an equally foreboding expression on his face and said: "Okay."

They trussed up the unconscious bodies. Strange silver sentinels swooped down from tubes in the ceiling by a silent command. The heretics loaded the bodies onto these metal devils before hitching rides themselves, directing their mounts to set off at a weighted pace towards a location of unknown peril. Who knew what awaited our three heroines deep within the bowels of the heretic facility? Only time would reveal the girth of Tartarus's semi!

_And elsewhere in the asshole of the gas giant…_

It was flying time. Half-Killer, his elites who he cared about, and Tartarus all boarded the brute chieftain's phantom, The Unyielding Phallus, and took a ride around the heretics' base. They were going out to patrol for Heretic Leader in case he tried to escape in his own phantom, The Fishtag. No one knew why the heretic's ship was called 'The Fishtag' and no one knew how they knew it was called 'The Fishtag.' Personally, Half-Killer thought a better name would have been 'The Aggrandized Lambency' or the 'Indefatigable Maniple.' In his humble opinion, he was almost as good at coming up with ship names as he was with making up new identities. Unfortunately, Tartarus didn't seem to be comparably good at piloting his own ship; the ride was extremely rocky. With every moment that passed, Half Killer became more and more afraid that they were about to crash into the station or fly into the core of the gas giant and be turned into liquid carbon or something. Finally he could take no more of this…_rough ride…_and he stormed to the cockpit to confront Tartarus.

The door slid open and he squeezed inside the cramped, sweat-smelling interior. "A word, chieftain?"

"Just a minute." Tartarus kicked away the brute that was fellating him beneath the control console. The smaller brute giggled and licked its lips, then made a few kissing sounds at Half-Killer, who stood there transfixed. Tartarus set the ship to auto pilot and then turned his chair around. "Yeah, what do you want?"

"Never mind," said Half-Killer. He turned away and headed back into the recesses of the phantom, where he ran into one of the spec ops elites who had secured themselves to the interior. Half-Killer bumped into him out of surprise. "Is that you, DP? I though you'd died."

"DP?" The elite looked around nervously. "Uh, no thanks, sir."

Half-Killer shook his head. "Not that. Your call sign is DP, is it not? You chose it yourself."

"I did?" The elite was just confused now. "I don't remember."

"Strange. You look just like him. Or her. Or it."

The elite brightened. "Oh, you must be talking about my cousin! I think he was on your phantom when our group landed on the station. Have you seen him around? I've been meaning to talk to him about last night."

It all made sense now. Like a grand puzzle falling into place, each piece confusing and perverted. "Ah. I'm afraid the heretics got your cousin. I shall spare you the details."

"That's a shame." The spec ops trooper shook its head sadly. "He was a lot of fun at parties."

"I bet he was," said Half-Killer thinly. "So, what shall I call you?"

The elite looked at its feet. "Oh. Well. My birth name is Ayeloaf, sir. Clan name Penice."

Half-Killer was stunned, but unfortunately not the point of silence. "I should have known. Because he told me your name, I mean. And I thought he was joking. I should have listened, rather. Why didn't I listen…"

"You know I actually am joking," said the other elite. "It's actually me, DP. I never even had a cousin."

Half-Killer considered this. "Huh. Interesting. You know, that reminds me. Tartarus asked for you in the cockpit."

_In the mean time, the Arbiter had a horrifying dream…_

It was the happiest day of his life. All his friends had joined him in the garden of his plantation manse: the Chief's stuffed corpse was bending over for a bronze-cast horse in a circle of roses while Sergeant Johnson lay rotting in a field of picked cotton. Kit Fisto's ashes had been sprinkled over a patch of skunk cabbage, and Half-Killer had been baked into several pies and then eaten by gay pigs. The Prophet of Truth had been infused with liquid nitrogen and turned into an ice sculpture as a center piece for the festivities, a fountain of wine running out of his cunty mouth. Cortana had been forced into a miserable and violent marriage with a cephalopod from a Japanese dating simulator. And Kestrel was at school studying hard for her advanced placement algebra classes.

Cercil sighed as he watched Oreo walk down the isle towards him in a white dress as two grunts sprinkled bagel crumbs before her feet, which were clad in combat boots for some reason. The chairs he had set up on either side of the walk were occupied by his other, actual friends, such as nobody. Oreo beamed as she arrived at the altar.

"You look radiant, mi amour," said Cercil suavely.

Oreo blushed. "Thanks." Cercil offered her his hand and helped her up onto the raised platform. A tall, muscular blonde man with hazel eyes wearing a priest's robes and an insufferable smile stood there ready to officiate.

"Nervous?" asked Cercil, still suavely.

"Of course I am," said Oreo shyly.

Cercil shifted his leg to conceal his boner. "That's perfectly natural," he said. He turned to the priest. "We're ready, Sheppard ."

"Whatever," said the man. He opened an upside down bible to a random page and began to read slowly.

"Dearly beloved. We are gathered here today to increase our whorings, and to lust after our paramours in the land of Egypt, whose members were like that of stallions, and whose emissions were like that of donkeys. I now pronounce you man and wife."

"That was beautiful," said Cercil thankfully. Oreo was weeping.

The man winked. "Think literally nothing of it. Now, let's get to the hot part. You may kiss the groom."

"The groom?" asked Cercil. He turned in slow horror to see that he himself was now in Oreo's voluminous white wedding dress. But that was not the worst of it. For Oreo was gone, and in her place was the brute Chieftain Tartarus in a sharp black tuxedo, grinning with yellow teeth as his belly jiggled perpetually.

"Oh boy," said Tartarus. "I've been waitin' for this." He caught Cercil by the waist.

"This is not my perfect day!" protested Cercil.

"I know," said Tartarus. "_But it is mine_. Now I get to _make you mine_. Sexually, that is." He bent forwards and opened his putrid lips for a kiss. Cercil strained away as the horrific pucker, meaning Tartarus' mouth, meaning his lips, drew closer. The smell of vinegar stung his nostrils also. Cercil turned away only to see that the chairs were now filled with people! The Chief, Kit Fisto, Half-Killer—all the people he hated were there laughing, pointing, laughing as if it were the funniest thing in the world. Even Oreo was there, laughing alongside all of them, her breasts bouncing in mirth.

Tartarus harrumphed as Cercil squeezed his eyes shut, turning away as he refused to accept the 'affection.' The brute threw Cercil to the ground with the laughter of the crowd still ringing. Cercil landed on all fours and his wedding dress tore. He whimpered in pain and scrambled to get away, but big metal restraints rose out of the platform and wrapped around his limbs, suspending him in place. They glowed anachronistically.

"Since you won't give me a hot kiss," said Tartarus as he walked in a circle around the bound Arbiter to the cheering of the crowd, "I guess _I'll_ have to give _you _the hot kiss."

"That makes no sense!" exclaimed Cercil. He could make out the chant of the crowd now. Heretic. Heretic. Heretic. Something about this was all too familiar to him.

"It'll make sense in a minute," assured Tartarus moments before he tore Cercil's dress away, leaving him naked.

"Aie!" Cercil screeched. "What a day!"

Tartarus chuckled mirthlessly as a large iron pillar rose out of the ground before Cercil's eyes, like a tower of pain rising from the depths of hell. The tip of the pillar was flat and glowing an agonizing red. He watched in trepidation as Tartarus took and hefted the branding iron.

"Recognize this?" Tartarus asked.

"But I already was branded!" complained the Arbiter helplessly.

The white-haired brute leered. "Yeah, you were. But I don't think it quite took. If I'm going to make you my bitch for real then we need to plant this one somewhere _special_."

"Oh god," said Cercil, his imagination racing. "Don't do this! It isn't fair, Tartarus! I didn't have nothing not to do with that darn Halo!"

Tartarus just laughed. "After I brand you, I'm going to rape you until you die."

"This party went downhill fast." Cercil turned desperately to the Chief, who was sitting in the front row with a wedding cake splattered on his head. "Chief! Help me, Chief! You can't let your own brother get abused like this in front of your eyes!"

"I can't?" the Chief asked. He turned to Oreo. "Is that true?"

"No, Chief," Oreo said. "You definitely can."

Cercil moaned. "Even in my dreams you're a fucking retard." He turned to Fisto and Half-Killer, who looked amused.

"Come on, Arbiter," said Half-Killer. "Do you reallythink _we're_ going to help you?"

"Like I would want your help, loser." Cercil turned to Fisto. "Listen, just shoot me. I know you want to, and I don't want to be branded again."

"Maybe later," said Fisto.

Cercil raged. He thrashed in his bonds, his eyes finding Oreo again. "Oreo! Hey, come on baby, come on! Give me a hand here. You're the nice one, right? Help out your old flame Cercil."

Oreo shook her head.

"Come on!" he whined in increasing desperation."You were always the nice one."

"Nobody's that nice," said Oreo.

Tartarus appeared in front of him. Cercil's jaw dropped open.

"Yeah," said the brute. "You've got it right. Keep your gob wide open, Arbiter." He leveled the branding iron. "Don't know why I didn't think of this sooner with all that chatter constantly coming out of your dick hole—this ought to shut you up!" The brand raced towards Cercil's face in the next instant. The last thing he saw was its design: a brutal typeface spelling out the words "Brute's Bitch."

Cold water splashed into Cercil's face and woke him from the nightmare. For a moment he sat drenched and shaking, slumped forwards against the tight bonds that held him to a homemade wicker chair. Slowly, carefully, he raised his head to assess his surroundings. Before him stood a half dozen heretic elites in their standard belt-fetish armor. This room was unlike the others on the station—it was much darker and mustier, for one. There were no cables in sight—Cercil wondered how far away from the cables they were by now, and he wondered how he would ever get back to finally cut them now.

Actually, he didn't.

To either side of him were other bound figures—as his vision cleared he recognized them as Kestrel and Kit Fisto, both tied tightly to congruent wicker chairs with hundreds of belts and straps of a similar make as those that adorned the heretics. They were unconscious but breathing. He looked down to see that his own bondage was much the same; together with his Arbiter armor, the heretic's bindings made him appear to be nothing more than a large pile of belts with a head on top.

"You guys really do love belts."

"On that we can agree." A figure emerged from the shadows of the dark room, coming out from behind a pillar. This one was equipped with a jet pack and was wearing dark red armor. He was familiar: it was the heretics' leader, Heretic Leader.

"Hello, Arbiter," said the amazing atheist. "Long time no see. It seems like its been months since we last spoke."

"It's only been a few hours," said Cercil.

"Relatively, then."

"Relatively to what?"

Heretic Leader ignored him. "So, have you been running about all this time just looking for me? You might simply have asked if you wanted to surrender yourself to my superior wisdom and logic."

"Actually, I was trying to find the cables so I that I could cut them, so that I could trap you in the upper station. And cut you."

"What a…unique plan," mused Heretic. "Good thing my men caught you before you could doom everyone to a horrible death within a gravitational vortex of solid hydrogen at the center of the gas giant."

"Apology accepted," said Cercil while doing some vigorous kegels.

Heretic Leader sniffed. "I'm not really sorry at all. In fact, I'm quite glad to have this chance to speak with you one more time. Before you force me to do something we both regret."

"I regret nothing."

"Not even your branding?" asked Heretic Leader piercingly, with a question of piercing-ness. "Not your shaming, your enslavement to a stupid cause?"

Cercil squirmed in his belts. "Let me avoid your questions by telling you about my plans to face fuck you with my needler."

The heretics stirred uneasily, looks of anger on their faces. Heretic Leader raised a hand. "I understand your anger, Arbiter. But it should be directed at the Prophets, not at me."

"They'll get their turn." Cercil's kegels increased by ten fold.

"You see?" Leader spread his arms, leaning forwards. "We want the same thing, Arbiter. It is only a matter of perspective."

Cercil was surprised. "You want to cut your head off and shove it up your ass so you can literally eat shit and die?"

Hereticd Leader balked. "Do you think the Prophets will reward you for killing me? Do you think they will hasten your 'Great Journey?' No. No, the Great Journey is a lie. And the Prophets? The Prophets are the harbingers of a lie. They are false…" he twirled his wrist "prophets. False idols. And what's more, I think you know this in your heart.

"What's the Great Journey?" asked Cercil.

The heretic leader was shocked. He opened his mouth to say something, but a deadpan laugh came from Cercil's right. They turned to see legendary androgyne Kit Fisto wide awake, watching them with a sardonic expression on her face. "You're wasting your time, heretic," she said. "There's no way you'll get through to him."

"A little nap hasn't made your mouth hole any worse for ware, huh, Fisto?" snarled Cercil. He jerked his head at the hostile elites surrounding them. "Good thing, too. I bet it's been ages since any of these guys fucked something that wasn't each other. I hope you're ready to get raped into oblivion."

Fisto winced. She turned quickly to the heretic's leader. "If you want my opinion you should kill him now. Kill him and burn the body and throw the ashes into a star. Then blow up the star."

Heretic Leader looked between the two bickering very nice pleasant people. "I can see neither of you intend on having a real discussion. Very well." He gestured to Kestrel, who was still unconscious. "Then perhaps I should ask why you brought this young human boy here with you. And before you make another 'joke,' know that I do not tolerate lies. Sort of like the opposite of what the prophets do, where they lie to us all."

Cercil took in his words. "That was brilliant. You should take that shit to YouTube. You could watch Christian movies and make videos about them."

Heretic Leader snapped his fingers. Another heretic brought forth a bucket of water and poured it on Kestrel's head. She awoke gasping, her bosom heaving as she stared around at the hostile aliens surrounding her, then down at her own situation. "What the—what happened? What happened to us?" Kestrel's silver black eyes darted about in frightened bird likeness. "I was having a dream that I was going to high school! Like a…like a normal girl." She frowned. "And I was living on a cotton plantation for some reason."

Cercil laughed loudly. "Ha, ha, get a load of this nonsense."

"Is that you, Arbiter?" Kestrel looked over at him and Fisto. "Forerunners! You've been captured!"

"She's good," observed Fisto.

Leader darted forwards and gripped Kestrel by the chin, forcing her to look in his direction. "Stop talking to the idiots. I want to get a good look at you." He turned her every which way. "Yes, a human indeed. No mind control devices or signs of hypnosis. Do you work with these blind fools by your own consent, boy?"

Kestrel looked up at him in absolute defiance. "I AM NOT A BOY."

"Nor a good listener. But I suppose that is to be expected of a human gullible enough to work for the Covenant."

The girl blushed with indignation. "JUST BECAUSE I HAVE FAITH DOESN'T MEAN I'M STUPID!"

"Ah. I see I have my work cut out for me here." Heretic Leader noted the katana still strapped to her back. "And is this the signature weapon of the Super Secret Covenant Sisterhood of Rape Defense? Impressive. That is a prestigious school indeed. I had thought it was the Arbiter who had been dispatching my men with a sword, but now I think not."

Cercil spat. "Swords are for little girls. I use a needler."

"A real man's weapon," Fisto agreed.

"Yeah. It works best on cunts."

"Guys!" whined Kestrel. "_Please_!"

Heretic Leader rolled his eyes. "I fear I will not get anything useful out of this one unless her keepers are silenced." He flicked his wrist. "Vendrake, Camarilla—find something to gag them with. But leave the human her voice."

A large, muscular heretic elite wielding an energy sword sidled up to Heretic Leader. It was one of those who had kidnapped the group. "Master," he said in a rich baritone that spoke of spiders and cobwebs. "We have nothing with which to silence them. But for the silent darkness of the night."

"I told you not to call me master, Vendrake! Our is a brotherhood of equity, not mastery."

"My lord," said Vendrake, bowing his head theatrically. "I bow to your all consuming darkness. Master."

"Jesus Christ," said Heretic Leader. Vendrake did not voice his appreciation for Heretic Leader's brilliantly ironic and nihilistic use of Christian blasphemy—he would make several glowing remarks of it in his _Death Note_ journal that night, to be sure. Heretic Leader rubbed at his eyes, which were un-rubbable because of his big goggles. It turned out that the goggles did actually do something in this case. "Look, forget it," he said to Vendrake. "There must be something around here we can shove in their mouths."

Cercil looked at Fisto. "I can think of a few things to shove in her mouth."

Fisto gave him a look that would probably be weaponized by the Covenant military in the near future.

"Something like," continued Cercil, "a bullet."

"There is nothing left with which to gag them, my lord," said Vendrake.

"Why not?" asked Heretic Leader. "Surely we must have some straps or belts or strips lying around here somewhere."

The other heretic henchman, Camarilla, approached with an obsequies bow. "My lord. I fear we used all of our leather straps and belts to create our armor. We did get the oracle's sentinels to fabricate more, but we used them all up again to bind these…" his lip curled in disgust as he looked at the prisoners "…these sheeple."

"Of course," said Heretic Leader, nodding solemnly at the completely overdone bondage of the prisoners.

Fisto took this conversation in with increasing dismay. "I'm not sure what's worse: these guys, or Half-Killer's guys."

Cercil frowned in mock confusion. "But aren't you one of Half-Killer's…_guys_?"

"Dear Secular God!" The Heretic Leader clasped his hands in front of him. "All I want is to have a polite, reasonable, secular discussion about the merits of faith based reasoning with your little human friend here. And your nonsense simply will not do." He held his hands out to either side and snapped his fingers. "Come," he said sharply. "Fill my hands."

Cercil's eyebrows rose. "This shit just got real."

But instead of gay, Camarilla produced two plasma grenades and placed them reverently in Heretic Leader's hands. There were crude skulls drawn onto the grenades.

Fisto's eyes widened as Heretic Leader approached. Fisto thrashed back and forth trying to avoid his hand as he shoved the grenade towards her face. She bit him on the hand, but his leathery armor protected him. The smooth surface of the grenade was impossible for an elite's disgusting squid mouth to keep out—soon enough Leader had the plasma bomb logged in her jaws, painfully locking them.

"Now," he said. "You'd best stay silent. Unless you want me to activate that grenade." The look that Fisto gave Heretic Leader then was in fact already weaponized by the Covenant; they stored it in lead containers on an abandoned planet inside a black hole.

"Wow," said Cercil into the silence. "I've heard of a ball gag, but this is ridi—*GARPHLLXX*" The Heretic Leader had just shoved a plasma grenade straight into his open mouth. Cercil gagged and sputtered for a moment before making several loud choking sounds and a sickening gulp, followed by heavy breathing.

Heretic Leader looked down at him in disbelief. "Did you just swallow a plasma grenade?"

"Yes," said Cercil. He grinned brazenly. "How do you like me know?"

"Even less."

If Fisto could have spoken, she would have chosen that moment to interject something about the Arbiter swallowing hot balls of plasma.

"Well, you don't seem to have triggered the bomb," mused Heretic Leader. "So I suppose we'll just have to try again."

"I'm game."

If Fisto could have spoken, she would have chosen that moment to say something snarky about the Arbiter being game for putting balls in his mouth.

"This time we will double the fun, so to speak." Heretic Leader was handed two plasma grenades, which he forced roughly into Cercil's mouth, almost as if they were bags of tea. Cercil gurgled and gagged and drooled but was unable to resist in any way this time. His mouth was completely stuffed with ball-shaped plasma grenades. Heretic Leader observed this for a moment, then took another grenade and shoved it into Cercil's mouth so that it stuck out half way. He patted the Arbiter on the head. "One more for good luck, my friend." Vendrake and Camarilla laughed.

Kestrel looked over at a purple faced, sweating Kit Fisto. "Are you okay? You're shaking." Tears of frustrated mirth were running down the sniper's face. But Kestrel didn't have a chance to continue her concern because Heretic Leader smacked her in the face. But not hard enough to damage her make up or actually hurt her.

"Do I have your attention now, human?" he asked.

Kestrel's eyes narrowed to black slits. "Yeah," she said in a very foreboding way.

"Good." Heretic Leader dragged another wicker chair, this one sans belts, up behind himself and sat down in front of her. He crossed his legs and steepled his fingers. The other heretics looked on in awe and excitement, eager to see their idol trample all over another sheep-person. Cercil and Fisto just glared at each other in absolute hatred.

"So," said Heretic Leader. "What's your name."

"Eat me," said Kestrel.

"Well, Eatme," said Heretic Leader, " tell me about yourself."

"No," said Kestrel.

"Okay," said Heretic Leader. "But just so you know, as soon as we're done talking I'm going to release the Flood to devour all of you alive."

Fisto screamed something through her grenade. Cercil screamed too, but who knew why.

"Uh," said Kestrel.

"So, tell me about yourself."

Kestrel flushed slightly. "Well...I was born a human."

"What?" Heretic Leader shook his head. "I mean, go on. I'm sorry, go on."

"I was born a human, on a human world. But my mother and father died from the Covenant. They were burned alive by the Covenant's ships as they glassed our planet. When the Covenant landed to salvage what remained of the ashes, one Covenant soldier named Half-Killer found me in the wreckage of my home as a baby swaddled in a heat resistant blanket. He took me back to his ship and had me inducted into the Covenant as the first human ever to be inducted into the Covenant."

"Interesting. And how do you know all this?"

Kestrel swallowed. "Well. Half-Killer told me."

Heretic Leader looked meaningfully at everyone else in the room, then motioned for her to continue. "Go on. Tell me how you came to believe in the Forerunners."

"Well, I...I always have," said Kestrel. "I mean, ever since I was a kid I went to Sunday school where we read the Prophet's scriptures and played with plasma—"

"Ah," said Heretic Leader. "The Prophet's scriptures. Tell me, how do you know that the Forerunners actually said those things when what you're reading was written by the Prophets?"

"I—" Kestre flushed again. "I don't—well, why would they lie?"

Heretic Leader looked meaningfully around at the other heretics. "Why, indeed?"

"Now wait a minute," said Kestrel heatedly. "The Forerunner's told us lots of good stuff! Like how the holy rings will guide us to salvation, and how we should all work together, and how fighting with honor is good, and how all the humans need to be killed—"

"'_How all the humans need to be killed,'_" said Heretic Leader with great emphasis. "Do you hear her, my friends? This is coming from a human. Her mind has been so warped by religion that she cannot even see how self contradictory her own beliefs are."

The heretics all clapped enthusiastically.

Kestrel stumbled over her words. "No—no, that's not what I mean. I mean, some humans are okay. Like me. I think…" For the first time, she looked doubtful. She looked desperately to the Arbiter for guidance, but he was having eye hate sex with Kit Fisto.

"There, there," said Heretic Leader condescendingly. "It is a lot to think about, isn't it, my lad."

Kestrel's eyes flared with dark power at his words and her head snapped towards him. "Oh. I SEE HOW IT IS."

"…you do?" asked Heretic Leader hopefully.

"Yeah!" She stomped both her feet, restrained as she was. "SO YOU THINK JUST BECAUSE I'M A HUMAN THAT I DON'T HAVE A GENDER, HUH? WELL SOME PEOPLE ARE BORN WITH OTHER GENDERS THAN WHAT THEY LOOK LIKE IN THEIR BODIES. MY WHOLE LIFE ALIENS HAVE BEEN LOOKING AT ME AND THEY DON'T SEE THAT I HAVE GENDER AND A SEXUAL IDENTITY AND THEY DON'T CARE. ALL THEY CARE ABOUT IS HOW GOOD I CAN KILL THINGS. WELL, GUESS WHAT. I'VE NEVER EVEN HAD A BOYFRIEND OR KISSED A BOY BECAUSE EVERY TIME I SEE ONE I HAVE TO KILL THEM! NOT THAT I'VE EVER ACTUALLY SEEN ANOTHER HUMAN BEFORE EXCEPT IN PICTURES, BUT IF I DID I WOULD I HAVE TO KILL THEM. AND ANYWAYS, ALL I'VE EVER BEEN TRAINED IN WAS HOW TO KILL RAPISTS OR JUST KILL IN GENERAL." Kestrel lurched forwards, tears streaming out of her eyes. "My life... is just like Buffy the Vampire Slayer. I'll never be normal. I'll never have a place, no matter where I go. And I'll never be happy in love, either." She looked up with desperate, heart breaking sadness at Heretic Leader. "Doesn't everyone deserve to be in love?"

"I guess," said Heretic Leader.

Then he shrugged and turned away from her, clapping his hands one more time, leaving a panting and facially moist Kestrel to her own devices. "Okay, my brothers. Let's pack it up and head out." He pointed. "Vendrake, Camarilla—get set to blow the remote charges we set up on the Flood containment cells. I want this room _flooded_ within the next few minutes." He turned back to the prisoners one more time as heretics flowed around him. His eyes danced over the Arbiter and Fisto and a sad smile played over his lips. "Well. It's a shame, really, Arbiter, that I couldn't talk you over to my side. When our friend Commander Darren" he put a hand coyly over his mouth "I'm sorry, 'Half-Killer,' when he comes to find out why you haven't cut the cables, I think he'll be rather surprised to find a drooling, necrotic monster where his Arbiter used to be."

Cercil raised his eyebrows.

"With tentacles, then," said Heretic Leader, obviously irritated that his gloating had been co-opted. "Anyways, bye now." He waved vaguely in Cercil's direction and then jogged off, activating his jet pack a moment later so that he was propelled up to a higher level of the room. Soon enough, the Arbiter and Kit Fisto were left alone in the dark room with nothing but Kestrel's quiet sobs.

"Phuaaaw," said Cercil, and a saliva covered ball dropped out of his mouth and rolled down his belt covered chest. He closed his eyes and began gargling and gurgling and gagging disgustingly, making noises that were not fit to be recorded. Like this: "GHRACKS. GORGLE. SHLEERP. ULG ULG ULG. GLUCK. YeeeKLSHLEEP. Schlep." One by one the plasma grenades disappeared into the back of his gullet, the only trace remaining being the faint spherical outlines that passed under the skin of his throat. After a few moments he opened his eyes. His mouth was completely empty.

The Arbiter looked over at Fisto and Kestrel, who were watching him in consternation. "Surprised? So am I. I never thought I'd be so good at swallowing ballistics."

"But how are you going to get out of the belts?" asked Kestrel, wiping her eyes.

"I don't know," said Cercil. He sighed. "I think….we need a miracle." He looked sidelong at her.

"…what?"

"Well? Aren't you going to pray to the Forerunners or something?"

She groaned. "Not you too! That was so embarrassing. He made a complete fool out of me. And before you say that isn't hard, well, it was hard for me, okay?"

"I'm hard." Cercil frowned. "Wait, no. Can't you use your hair to cut the belts or something?"

"My…hair? What, do you think I have magic hair?'

"Well, it _is_ a pretty luxurious cascade of raven black ebony locks."

"Thanks. But I can't actually control it like a fourth limb. It's not like I have magic powers."

Cercil gave her a look of disgust. "No wonder Half-Killer is disappointed in you. You haven't even been trying."

Kestrel was obviously stung by his words. "How am I supposed to 'try' to use my hair like an arm? Tell me, Arbiter, how do I do that?"

"I don't know," snapped Cercil. "You're the one with the hair!"

"FINE!" screeched Kestrel. She screwed up her eyes for exaggerated effect. "Here, I'm making my hair move now! What's our next step, oh wise and brilliant sensei?"

Cercil rolled his eyes. "_Obviously_ you should pull out that fruity sword of yours with your hair and then cut your belts off. And then cut off the belts they used to tie you up."

"Wow, not creepy at all." Kestrel made swishing sounds with her mouth. "There, all sliced up for you, Obi-Wan." She opened her eyes. "Now what's your next piece of sage—what the fuck?"

Kestrel looked down at a body free of all the restraining belts. Her hair, wrapped into a long braided tendril of black, deposited her sword carefully in her lap before her very eyes. All around her there were severed belts on the ground.

"Language, young Padawan," intoned Cercil.

At that moment there was a distant rumbling. Kestrel leapt immediately to her feet. "No time! That was probably the cell door Heretic Leader was talking about—the Flood are loose!" She raised her katana and leapt towards Kit Fisto, who let out a yell of surprise. In the next moment all the belts binding her to the chair fell away in scraps. For a moment Fisto was stunned. Then she got to her feet carefully and removed the plasma grenade from her mouth with equal tenderness. Once it was out, she threw it angrily off into the darkness where it clattered against the wall. Then she turned to the Arbiter and took a deep breath and…

"Balls you love balls in your mouth gargle two balls fit three balls in your mouth—"

"I'm still tied up," said Cercil.

Fisto held up a finger. "Fit two sets of balls in your mouth you swallowed four loads of balls." She took another deep, steadying breath. "…there. That was all the ones I could think up."

"And it was really funny," said the Arbiter faintly. "But in case you haven't noticed," he looked pointedly at Kestrel, "I'm still stuck in my chair."

Fisto and Kestrel looked at each other.

"No," said Kestrel to her. "Come on. I mean, he helped me discover my…" she frowned, still utterly perplexed "my magical hair powers."

Fisto nodded slowly. "He helped you so that you could free him. Sure, you're grateful to him now. But you'll regret it the moment you him loose. I know I did."

"You guys better not be talking about what I think you're talking about," said Cercil loudly.

"But…" Kestrel bit her lip, looking between them. "But we can't just leave him to die. That's sick."

"He'd do the same thing to us in a heartbeat," said Fisto harshly. "You know he would."

"You're just saying that because you hate him."

"No," said Fisto. "I hate him because what I'm saying is true. Think about it. How many times has he tried to kill you, or threatened to kill you?"

Kestrel closed her eyes. After moment she began to nod her head. "Okay. Fine, damn it. Let's just get out of here before the Flood comes."

Fisto patted her on the shoulder. "Good girl. Just keep walking." They started to move towards the nearest unlocked door. Cercil called out as they left.

"You know, I had a dream that was almost just like this! And you were in it, too! And you, also!"

They reached the door. Kestrel screwed up her face and kept walking. Fisto hopped jauntily through the doorway, whistling all the while. The Arbiter's shouts followed them.

"GUYS! Come on, guys! I know I said all that stuff about rape and everything, but it's just part of my anachronistic charm! Wait, guys, do you hear a squelching noise? Guys? Yeah, I think the squelching is definitely getting closer. Guys—"

The door slammed shut.

"Better lock this," said Fisto quickly. She pressed a few buttons on the panel and the lights switched from green to red. Kestrel turned away so that she wouldn't see what was happening through the view port. Fisto came up behind her.

"It's for the best," she said.

Kestrel shuddered. "I can't believe I just left someone to die to the Flood."

"Yeah," said Fisto. She looked around suspiciously at the hallway they were in, as if she were waiting for something. "Huh. It actually worked."

"What worked?" asked Kestrel.

Fisto leaned her head around a corner and looked every which way. "Nothing. Wait…" She looked around the hallway one more time, closed her eyes for a moment, waited, and then turned to Kestrel. "Say something."

"Like what?" asked Kestrel warily. "Fisto, what are you talking—"

Fisto shook her head quickly. "Say 'I can't believe it actually worked.'"

"What—"

"Say it."

Kestrel shrugged. "Fine. I can't believe it actually worked,'" she recited, then looked around expectantly. "Well? What?"

Fisto narrowed her eyes in thought. "Yes," she recited stiffly. "I am glad he is dead. Now we can finally—" she stopped.

"Why did you stop?" asked Kestrel.

"Wait for it," said Fisto. She held up a hand, then dropped it. Nothing happened.

"What's going on?" said a worried Kestrel into the silence.

"I know it's going to happen any second now," said Fisto tensely. "He's going to walk out from behind a corner and call me a cunt or something."

"Who," wondered Kestrel. "You mean the Arbiter? But—"

"It never sticks. He never stays dead."

Kestrel brightened. "If you're so worried about him we can always go back—"

"No," said Fisto. "You don't get it. Just be quiet for a moment."

The human girl huffed and crossed her arms, but she did as she was bid. A few tense minutes passed as Fisto paced back and forth, glaring suspiciously at the shadows around them. Then she stopped in the center of the room.

"Uh…" Kestrel looked nervously around. "You're making me nervous."

"I can't believe it," mumbled the Elite, almost to herself. She stared down at her hands. "I can't believe it. He's gone. I did it. He's really gone." She lifted her head, tears of joy streaming down her face. A real, actual, 100% genuine smile split her face. "I FINALLY DID IT!" She whirled, grabbing Kestrel by the shoulders. "HE'S FUCKING DEAD! I COULD KISS YOU RIGHT NOW I'M SO HAPPY!"

Kestrel blushed. "Wow, Fisto— you're really gay? I thought he was joking—"

Kit Fisto threw up her hands and began to dance around the room. "I'm gay! I'm not gay! What does it matter? Who cares? I don't care!"

"You're scaring me, Fisto."

Fisto lowered her arms. "I've never been better." She walked over and patted Kestrel on the shoulder. "Half-Killer's going to be proud of you, you know. Real proud."

"Really?" asked Kestrel.

"Yeah," said Fisto, giving her a gentle shake. "He might even—"

She stopped.

She stopped, and she turned slowly to face a large shadow in the corner of the room, all the color draining from her face, a cold sweat breaking out on her brow, her heart stuttering to a stop.

"What?" asked Kestrel.

"Nothing." Fisto shook herself, staring at the empty, shadowy corner. "Nothing. For a second there I thought that…" She stopped again, eyes darting from side to side. Nothing happened. Then she let out a sigh of relief and straightened up.

"Thank Christ. Okay, let's go."


	11. Stepping up to the Streets

_Tonight's Episode_

"Motel Hell"

We return to Earth. The crèche and cradle of mankind, the first frontier, the final marker in the genocide of the human race, it is as small and blue and round as it has ever been. None of our countless wars have yet scarred it. Not a billion bombs could burn its skin, not a million toxic spills could poison its air, not an entire continent of corpses could seal its ocean; still it spins on, speeding through the shadows of space, flashing in the light of the stars. And caught in its orbit are the wreckage of our guns. Festering among them are the meal worms, the violent and purple carapaces of Covenant ships. It took perhaps a dozen of them to wipe away the entire orbital defense grid. Trillions of dollars and endless years of work were gone in an instant and replaced by morbid shadows looming over Africa. And down on that dark continent now peer the eyes of alien warlords.

Ah, I distinctly now remember my days living next door to the synagogue. Often I would sneak in, relishing the cool relief that the air conditioning granted me against the summer inferno, my cheeks smeared with strawberry ice ream from the truck outside. There Rabbi Steinsaltz would be sitting in his chair in his office and reading in whispers from the torah. Yet he would always twitch alert at my entrance. His bushy pepper eyebrows rose in perpetual amusement and his neatly trimmed beard twitched in a smile as he said: "Mahookem mahakem maheekem, schlep goy."

Peering down at New Mombasa with eyes that had not dulled with his many years of experience, the visual made possible by the holographic display enveloping his command platform, the High Commander of the Grand High Fleet of the Prophet of Regret and Ship Sub Master of His Great Flag Ship the _Retrograde Emancipation_, also known as Stoog 'Gulliblee, called out to his personal communications officer situated below him on the bridge.

"Major Franklin Cash—play the transmission again, if you wouldn't mind."

Cash, a very tall and very thin Elite, nodded idly and flicked his expert hands that had not dulled with many years of experience as he expertly manipulated the controls. There was a rustling about the bridge as a low quality transmission came in on various speakers that had been artfully hidden in giant purple egg shells plastered to every corner and parapet. The panicked voice of yet another Elite exploded into the room.

"Sir, the demon has breached our defenses! He's coming straight for us! Forerunners, this is the end!" Interrupting the screams, there was a smacking sound and a loud crunch. A low and gravelly voice replaced the previous one. "High Commander, this is Bigbals 'Eatswoodee, Ultra of the Office of Fervent Intercession. I have replaced Major 'Pussee as head of this operation." There was a buzzing, whirring sound, much distorted by static. "The demon has routed our forces in the city and is approaching our last remaining encampment, a local public flop house that we converted into a temporary base of operations. I fear we have lost contact with all other ground units."

Stoog closed his eyes as Ultra Bigbals' voice gained a note of urgency. "The demon will be upon us any second. It appears to be chanting an ancient hell curse upon us. At the risk of spreading this curse to the bloodlines of all who hear, I have set up the recording equipment in the hopes that some insight and advantage will be gained against it. I very much suspect that this will be the last thing any of us ever hear."

There was a buzzing sound, then what sounded like ocean waves, then the sound of a grunt farting as Bigbals carried the microphone receiver. There was a loud pop followed by some scraping and then a noise erupted into the world.

"AS SOON AS I FIND A FUCKING GUN I LIKE THEY GO AND CHANGE IT. WHAT KIND OF GUN HOLDS THIRTY SIX BULLETS? WHY WOULD YOU MAKE A PISTOL LESS GOODER? WHY WOULD YOU REPLACE A SIXTY ROUND ASSAULT RIFLE WITH A THIRTY ROUND POTATO GUN? MY LAST SHOTGUN HAD LIKE TWELVE ROUNDS IN IT. THIS ONE HAS, LIKE, EIGHT. WHAT'S NEXT, HUH? SIX?"

Each indecipherable sentence was punctuated by bursts of human weapons fire and the screams of Covenant soldiers. Every so often, the hissing of a plasma or fragmentation grenade would pan across the sound, followed moments later by more Covenant screams and then a loud pop. The sounds of battle did not let up in intensity—in fact, they seemed to be growing more frantic as the voice grew in volume, as the demon drew closer to the microphone. Suddenly, the war cry of Ultra Bigbals 'Eastwoodee overloaded the microphone and the transmission dissolved in a cacophony of plasma fire. The last sound that anyone heard was the continuing clatter of human weapons.

Stoog 'Gulliblee lifted his grand golden helmet so that he could wipe sweat from his brow. The bridge had fallen into silence again, and the holograph of New Mombasa flickered ominously, occasionally digitally interposed with images of blood covered Elite skulls.

"Who's doing that?" asked Stoog tartly.

Franklin Cash raised his hand. "Sorry, sir. It just seemed appropriate." He pressed a button and the flickering stopped.

Stoog shook his head. "Connect me to the Prophet of Regret's quarters. He must know of this development."  
>"Regret told us that he was not to be interrupted—"<p>

"That's it," said Stoog. "I've had enough of you. I want your head on my desk this time tomorrow."

"But sir!" exclaimed Franklin, scrambling for his console. "I was only—"

"Save it for later," said Stoog as a miniature hologram of the Prophet of Regret appeared before him, looking quite diminutive. Seeing this, Stoog's eyes bugged out. "Oh no! Cash, magnify! I mean, amplify! Five hundred percent!"

His second did as he was told and the Prophet's holographic appearance grew to a respectable and non-blasphemous size. Then it continued to grow. It grew so much that the Prophet's wrinkled, mole ridden, elephantine ears drooped directly into Stoog's face. And upon the lips of the great being a massive wart rode, a sailor on a storm. Three long hairs protruded from the middle of that wart.

Stoog cleared his throat. "Cut it down to four hundred percent, please." The Prophet shrank down to approximately life size, an impatient scowl on his face.

"What is it, 'Gulliblee?" he husked, thin fingers propping up his chin. "Has the human fleet come out from behind the moon yet?"

"No, my lord," said Stoog. "Reports from our space bound ships indicate that their entire fleet still hides like measly cowards while we ravage their world. We await their pathetic retribution yet."

"Very inspiring." Regret rolled his other wrist in a evocative gesture. "One could almost say that you await to insert the fiery tongue of purity into the septic anus of mutant decrepitude."

Stoog's eyes lit with admiration. "Truly, my lord, your tongue—I mean, your words are effulgent!"

"I know," said Regret in a bored tone of voice, looking over Stoog with disinterest. "Now, is there a particular reason you interrupted my recreation?"

The High Commander rung his hands. "My lord—have you, by chance, received the last transmission of our ground forces?"

Regret looked guilty off to the side as someone giggled from his end of the transmission. "Cassius—" he hissed. "_shut up_."

Stoog and Franklin Cash looked at each other.

"Yes, of course," continued Regret as if nothing had happened. "Of course I received the transmission. It is my force, after all. My capital ship presides over the very city at this moment."

"I know," said Stoog. "I mean, I am the ship master. Of your ship."

"Of course," said Regret. "I knew you were here. You…Captain Cash."  
>"It's Stoog, actually." The High Commander looked with a questioning expression over at Franklin, who just shrugged.<p>

Stoog shook it off and proceeded with his report. "Well, um, regardless, they all appear to be dead, my lord. Our ground forces, I mean. That's what the reports confirm. The legendary demon is indeed on Earth heading the human defense. Most holy prophet, who brought us to this righteous battle—" he took a knee, bowing his head before the hollow image. The rest of the bridge followed his example. Even the famous skeptic and critic Franklin U. Cash bowed his head. Stoog continued: "If I may make the _suggestion _that you _consider_ reconsidering your position, and instead consider the option of returning to space? In order that we may glass this planet from a safe distance, of course."

Regret observed these proceedings with piously raised brows. "I am surprised, High Commander. I thought the Sangheili were more brave than this. Perhaps Truth was right about your entire species."

Stoog was obviously taken aback. "My lord! Please believe me, if I were in orbit now I would not hesitate to deploy my entire legion with myself at the head. It is only my concern for your safety that moved me to suggest a tactical charge, in reverse."

"Your concerns are noted," sniffed Regret. "But they are not needed. I have an entire blood pack of brutes patrolling my quarters at this very moment, so my safety is not a concern. I will continue to deploy the legion into the city." There came another giggle from out of range of the hologram.

Stoog shot to his feat. "Brutes! Protecting a Prophet!? This is an outrage! My lord, I will send a full compliment of Ultras to defend you from their vile stench and uncomfortably long eye contact!"

Regret sat back, massaging his forehead. "Please, High Commander, your species' childish rivalry with your rivals is _so _last year. I have things inside control. I mean, under control." Regret fiddled with some controls on his throne as Stoog sputtered. "The rest of the fleet shall remain in orbit for the unlikely hour that the humans attempt a counter attack—perhaps you can manage that without your species destroying another Halo, eh? I will be proceeding with my original plan to use this city as a beach head while we search for the artifact. In fact, I shall be committing my personal ultra heavy assault Scarab to the venture. We will spear through the human forces like the cock of righteousness tearing the anal lining of heresy."

Stoog made to speak but Regret ignored him pointedly. The hologram shut off. Stoog 'Gulliblee stood there in absolute shock with his arms hanging loosely at his sides, his mandibles working soundlessly. Finally, he managed to manifest intelligible speech.

"What a brave guy!" he said.

Down on Earth, Liutenant Oreo had to agree. Except in her case she was thinking of the eight foot tall walking tank who had just exterminated every single Covenant soldier in the world.

In the wake of the Chief's destruction, the human ground forces had set up an impromptu command center in a downtown hotel known as "The Brown Marriott," which had been where the last remaining Covenant went to hide. It hadn't helped. Oreo picked through a carpet of alien bodies in the foyer of the half destroyed residential building just to get in. Once inside, she followed the trail of purple blood to a low level apartment that had a large patio. There were marines and ODSTs milling around collecting Covenant ordinance and trying to salvage any other useful equipment. Outside in the street there were Pelicans unloading human cargo: reinforcements from space who were coming to secure as much of New Mombasa as they could. The Chief was there on the deck when Oreo arrived, leaning against a terrace railing and looking down onto the bombed out street. A dead Ultra elite was lying in a pool of purple a few feet away. Oreo sidestepped this obstacle and sidled up against the rail to get a look at the Chief. He was breathing steadily, his armored fists clamped calmly over the metal bar.

She began cautiously. "Hey, big guy. How're you doing?"

"Fine," said the Chief hoarsely.

"Still mad about the guns and stuff?"

"I guess."

"Do you want to get ice cream?"

Cortana's voice came over their headsets. "I'm pretty sure all the ice cream shops are closed at zero hour."

"That's fine," said the Chief. "Usually killing hundreds of people really makes me work up a hungry, but not now though."

"Killing hundreds of Covenant, you mean," said Oreo.

"Yeah targets whatever." The Chief shrugged. "I dunno, it's just…ever since I killed Halo it hasn't been the same, it's like…I can't stop thinking anymore, even when I'm angry. When I shoot them I wonder if it hurts as much as when I stub my toe or walk into a wall or you know, whatever. But I didn't used to not wonder that."

"That's a good thing," said Oreo confidently. "To wonder, I mean. It shows you have a conscience. Probably."

"Wow," said the Chief.

Cortana wasn't so confident. "It's not such a good thing for a Spartan. We don't want him going rampant. The last thing we need is a rampant Chief. Again."

"Can people really go rampant?" asked Oreo curiously.

"Not really. As an A.I., I just wanted to remind everyone about rampancy. By the way, I'm seven years old."

The Chief pushed off from the railing. "And that's really significant. Cookie, you might not know this but Cortana is a special sort of A.I. because instead of being based off of a computer, she's based off of a real woman's brains."

"CHIEF!" Cortana exclaimed in outrage. "That's supposed to be top secret information! How do _you _even know?"

"You told me," said Chief.

"Well. I don't remember."

"It was right before that one time you made me eat that entire can of dog food."

Cortana made an 'ah' of remembering. "Must have deleted the memory. To make room for the video."

"I'd hate to meet the woman you were based off of," said Oreo.

"Have you ever met Dr. Catherine Hasley?" asked Cortana. "Creator of the Spartan project?"

"No," said Oreo. "Is that—"

The Chief interrupted her. "I guess we'll never know who Cortana was based on. Oh well!"

"Chief, she just—" But at that moment their radios all crackled to life. A sexy voice slithered into the Chief's ears, sexily.

"Hey boys, it's Miranda Keyes, up here flying around the city safe in my ship. Lord Hood just sent me an e-mail telling me the battle above Earth is going great. He says he's beaten my dad's record of Covenant ships killed—three times, even." She sounded doubtful next. "He also said he's on a winning poker streak."

"How does he have time to play poker?" asked Oreo.

Miranda Keyes snorted. "Oh. Great. You're still alive. I don't know how—hey, Chief, do you think it's strip poker?"

The Chief imagined Lord Hood naked. "Ugh. That's disgusting." He shook himself out of the reverie. "Wait, sorry, I wasn't listening. Did you say something about ship poker? Is that some new kind of poker?"

Miranda laughed throatily. "I bet you've got a few hands I've never seen before."

"What?" The Chief was now utterly confused. As usual.

Cortana cut in. "So, Ms. Keyes, what's the plan? We've cleared the city temporarily, but you can bet the Covenant will be restocking the shelves within the next few hours. I hope you've inherited a bit of your father's" she snorted—or rather, the Chief covered his respirator so that she could snort. Oreo looked on in confusion as Cortana finished with these words well laden in sarcasm: "_tactical judo_."

"The plan is to capture Regret," said Miranda Keyes. "I thought we covered this. No? Okay. Well, you've got to finger a way to penetrate his ship, preferably from below. Once inside you can come upon the Prophet of Regret and enslave him. So that you can interrogate him, so that we can find out what the Covenant is doing on earth."

"What the Covenant is doing on Earth?" echoed Cortana in disbelief. "Ma'am, I'm pretty sure they're here to kill us."

Oreo looked worried as usual. "How will we know when we find the Prophet? I've never even seen one. What do you suppose they look like?"

"Good question," said Chief. He turned and pointed down the street. Faintly, up above the skyline, a giant purple shaft rose up to meet a hole in the looming Covenant capital ship above them. "I've got a few ideas about how to get up there myself."

"That's not what I—"

"This isn't the Truth and Reconciliation again, Chief," said Cortana as Oreo folded her arms over her breasts, somehow. "That ship is capital class. It's a hundred times bigger in every way." Miranda Keyes started to moan. "Be quiet, Miss Keyes, I'm trying to talk. The moment we got up there we'd be surrounded by a legion of Covenant troops—not to mention they'll probably be sending more down to meet us head on the whole time. There's no way we're getting in there alive."

"Yeah," said the Chief. "But how about _dead?_"

"Not really an option."

"Oh."

"What about Miranda Keyes?" Oreo put in.

"I don't know," said Cortana. "Maybe a six, seven out of ten. What do you think, Chief?"

Oreo winced. "That's not what I meant. Miranda could take us right inside in her ship. Cortana, could you hack Regret's capital ship? Lower the shields, or find a weak point for us to get in?"

"Maybe. But that capital ship has some serious defenses, and not just physical ones. To be honest I don't think I can crack them for any significant length of time."

"I know what to do!" The Chief slammed a fist into his hand. He looked at the fist in surprise, then threw it over the edge of the balcony. Then he slammed his own fist into his hand. "I know. We can't let the Covenant take control of this city. If Nude Mommy Base is a weapon and the Covenant gain control of it then they'll use it against us and wipe out the entire human race."

"I have no idea what you're talking about," said Oreo.

The Chief scowled audibly. "Ladies please I was trained in every military tactic ever invented, which I forgot but never mind. What we need is eyes in the sky and also eyes on the street, from the street. We're in the inner city after all." The Chief touched the side of his helmet. "Sergeant Sergeant Johnson, come in!"

"I'm right here," said a voice from behind them. It was Sergeant S. Johnson, hero of Halo and an icon of African American equity and social justice. "WHAT UP NIGNOGS!"

Oreo was disturbed. "You were there the whole time?" she asked.

"Nice to catch you on the fly too, shorty," Johnson sassed. He swaggered over to the Chief and delivered a high five to the Spartan, then saluted. "Chief. Cortana. Nice to see you tear up shit all over the hood just like old times. That was some damn fine work."

The Chief responded with relief. "I'm glad you caught up to us. I thought I was going to go nuts surrounded by all toxic femininity."

"I hear that," said Johnson. "I mean, I could hear ya'll bickering from two stories up in my hotel room."

"You guys are so funny," said Cortana in a way that suggested otherwise very subtly.

Oreo was more annoyed than sarcastic. "So, what were you even doing in a hotel room up there, Johnson? Keeping an eye on the sky?"

"And catching up on Bel-Air. One eye on the scene, one eye on the screen." Johnson winked. But then his expression turned serious. "That reminds me, Chief. I was hoping to ask yo advice 'bout that Miranda Keyes honey up in the sky. She's all over you like a fly on shit if you know what I mean. What's your secret?"  
>"I have no idea," said the Chief seriously. "Why don't you ask her yourself. Hey, Miranda, what's my secret?"<p>

"Guns always turned me on since I was a kid," explained Miranda.

"But I've got a gun." Johnson hefted his black shotgun.

"Yeah, but the Chief is like one giant gun, with a penis," said Miranda.

Oreo cleared her throat.

"But I do," said the Chief. "Lately, anyways."

Miranda huffed. "I don't hear you guys making plans to capture Regret. This is kind of important to the war, you know. Almost as important as sex is to me. So you can imagine how important it is to the war."

The Chief stood up to his full height and towered over everyone. "Keyes is right! This is serious, and we don't have time for fun banter like we used to back when we were vacationing on Halo! Earth and the entire human race is in danger, guys. And it's our fault because we haven't done what God wants and put Mendoza in a camp yet."

Cortana laughed. "Pretty sure he's got more than enough camp already."

"Disregardless," continued the Chief, "we need a plan of action to capture Regret. We need to put things right. And I've got a plan to do just that." He hunkered down by the railing and scuffed at the ground with a boot to clear a space for his tactical planning. "Hey, someone get me a knife."  
>Oreo sighed and handed him her combat knife. "Please don't make me regret this."<p>

Johnson guffawed at her words. "Nice one, shorts!"

"What?" asked Oreo in confusion.

Ignoring them, the Chief snatched the knife out of her hand, then stared at the spot on the ground in front of him that they had all gathered around. "Uh, does anyone have some sand I could draw a plan in? Like in that movie. And that game."

"Sand? You could check the Lieutenant's vagina," suggested Cortana.

Johnson swallowed. "Hey, Chief—hold on a minute my green ass gangster." He tried to get the Chief's attention, but the Spartan was having none of it.

"Not now Johnson my man." The Chief crab walked awkwardly around his chosen spot, sweeping dust and debris into a thin pile. "And don't worry, Oreo, I can make do with dirt and stuff so don't take off your pants again."

"I wasn't going to," said Oreo.

"Niggs, I ain't jokin', this is—" Johnson shook the Chief's shoulder but to no avail.

The Chief looked down at the measly pile of dirt he had collected. "Dang. That's barely enough—and I can barely see in all this darkness. Did the sun just go down or something? And why's the ground shaking?"  
>Oreo's jaw dropped as she looked up, up, up at the thing that had eclipsed the sun. In the next moment, Sergeant Johnson grabbed her around the waist and dove out of the way just as the insectile steel toe of the Scarab slammed down directly onto the Chief's head, smashing him through the solid concrete deck and into the earth below. Oreo and Johnson rolled apart as another foot of the Scarab smashed down where they had been a second before. The great four-legged robotic monstrosity quaked and twitched above them for a moment as it readjusted itself, compensating for the unexpected holes it hand punched into the veranda. Then it smashed two front legs into the façade of the Brown Marriot and heaved itself up, crawling over the great building like the biggest beetle in the world. Huge shards of glass showered down all around, quickly followed by rubble that crushed the heads of the screaming marines who were milling about in a panic; their brief moment of rest and recuperation thanks to the Spratan had been violently interrupted, and not by the Spartan! But the irony was lost on everyone present. Oreo shot to her feet amongst the deadly hail, sprinted, and jumped into the hole that the Scarab had made with the Chief's body. Johnson followed a split second later. Then the entire area was blasted with one final deadly storm of glass and masonry that killed everything that had stayed on the deck. Below, Oreo and Johnson were protected by the angle of their escape hole.<p>

They lay in the rubble face down, the world shaking all around them. Gradually the quakes began to fade as the Scarab made its way up town. In the following minutes, Oreo coughed about a milk jug full of concrete dust from her lungs. Johnson opened his eyes to find a large steel girder whose broken end had planted itself right between his legs in the fall, only inches away from his groin. He shuddered and got to his feet before helping Oreo as well. Miranda Keyes' voice scratched their ears.

"Oooh god that must be the biggest gun I've ever seen, you could see that fucking thick cannon from orbit. Did you guys see how it destroyed that shitty patio just by walking over it? Like, a hundred people must have died just from that. So hot."

"We were on that patio," said Oreo tartly. "We barely got off in time."

"That makes two of us," said Miranda predictably.

Oreo blinked. "Wait—Chief!" She spun in a circle, mind finally clear of panic and now being filled by a new kind of dread. "Where are you, Chief? Are you all right?" She waited for Cortana's tell tale voice to interrupt her. Nothing.

"Oh, shit no." It was Johnson, standing above a twisted green hand that protruded from the rubble as if grasping at the air. Oreo fell to the ground, legs splayed haphazardly, and clutched at the gauntlet.

"Oh my god Chief are you okay?"

"Yes."

Oreo looked around. "Where? I don't see you?"

"I'm not sure," came the voice again, coming from somewhere below them. "It's dark. I can't see."

Johnson paled. "Nigga—if you see a light don't you ever go towards it! You hear me?" He clutched at his hair, sweat pouring down his face as he spun in a circle, searching for his friend. "Stay _with me_ Chief by god!"

"It's…getting hard to breath." The Chief's voice was getting more labored by the moment. "I don't know how much longer I—"

"Wait, hold on," said Oreo. She scooted over to the side, revealing the Chief's helmet poking out of the rubble where she had just been sitting. There was a large foggy butt-print on his face plate.

"Oh," said the Chief.

"Oh," said Johnson.

"Let's never talk about this again." Oreo began hurriedly pulling rocks off of the Chief's body. "So, how's Cortana?"

"I'm here," came the A.I.'s voice. "That impact jostled my chip and I had to reboot. And by impact I mean the Lieutenant's fat lard ass."

Oreo flushed an even brighter shade of red. She and Johnson continued to work in awkward silence as the Chief began to help them remove debris from his body, as he had been freed and reoriented enough to pull his own weight. Finally, the Spartan was freed from his confines and able to stand tall again. He brushed white dust off of his armor with a few casual motions. He gingerly fingered the rather large dent that the Scarab's foot-prong had left in his helmet.

"Well. Ain't that a _kick _to the head."

Cortana made a sound of abject misery. "Oh, great. Here we go."

"That Scarab really gave us the boot," continued the Chief as Oreo stumbled backwards into a wall, exhaustion and resignation painting her features. "But honestly, that whole thing was kind of shoehorned in, even thought it was a step up from the last fight we had I don't think this whole Scarab thing has any legs. But it was certainly a step in the right direction. Come to think of it I can't remember the last time I've gotten my ass kicked like this. That thing really stepped on our toes. I'm gonna have to walk this off."

Johnson put a hand on his shoulder, his face stony. "Chief…come on, man."

"What?"

The Sergeant shook his head. "You know what it is, Chief. You're no good at puns. You need to step down."

"Step down?" repeated the Chief as Johnson's sober expression split into a knowing grin. "AW YEAH!" They high fived again, then went down low (in the sense of slapping below their waist lines, in the sense of slapping their hands below their waist lines) and trailed it off with waggling fingers. The Chief clapped him on the shoulder. "You almost had me going there, you fucking tar baby!"

"What can I say," said Johnson. "I'm really _stepping _up my game."

"Whoa," said the Chief. "You're putting your foot in on my territory. You need to step down."

"This is just the way I make my walk, brother."

"You'd better run," the Chief shot back in mock seriousness. "Before I give you the boot."

Oreo removed her helmet so that she could cover her ears and bury her head in between her knees. Miranda Keyes' voice came in, distorted by the concrete above. "Uh…guys? What's going on down there? Everything okay?"

Cortana's voice was full of woe. "You don't want to know, Miss Keyes. Trust me. You don't want to know."

"You guys are having sex without me, aren't you?"

The Chief turned from Johnson abruptly. "Well, time to go. Let's catch that Scarab, squish it with a shoe—"

Oreo wretched loudly.

"—and flush it down the toilet!" The Chief clapped his hands excitedly. "And by that I mean, you know, take it down. First thing's first—we need a car."

"I've got you covered." Johnson walked up beside them, looking street. "I know a couple of chop shops that can hook us up with a pimped out ride in no time. Follow me."

"You heard the man!" the Chief helped Oreo up and they followed Johnson out from under the patio and into the light of a very brown day. They walked out from under the shadow of the ruined hotel and turned a corner to find the road where the marines and ODSTs had parked their cars. On the way over, Johnson had stooped to snatch some keys from the pocket of a dead marine. He pulled them out now and clicked the dongle until a nearby warthog burped its horn, and then he motioned the others to follow him aboard. The Chief slid into the driver's seat, Oreo took shotgun, and Johnson holstered his shotgun and took the gunnery position.

"This isn't a chop shop," said Oreo in confusion.

Johnson pretended not to hear her, and Cortana spoke up as the Chief pulled out and into the road. "Miss Keyes, can you get us a radar or visual on that Scarab?"  
>"Already tracking its incredibly sexual progress!" said Keyes enthusiastically. "Guys—it's heading straight for the bridge, straight towards the west side.<p>

Johnson paled. "W-west side?"

"Hold on, I'll coordinate a Scorpion tank drop on this side of the bridge for you to pursue the Scarab in!"

"Finally!" exclaimed the Chief. "I'll be able to get behind the all powerful wheel of one of the UNSC's indestructible powered "Scorpion" class tanks!"

Oreo and Johnson looked at each other, worried.

"Chief…"

The Chief held up a hand to silence Oreo. "Don't bother. I know everything sucks now."

Johnson wiped the tears from his eyes. Oreo nodded in sad resignation, and the Chief followed Cortana's directions towards the bridge. Even though the sun was shining and it was summer and Africa, it was a cold day. There was nothing all around but the sounds of burning buildings and the distant tromping of the Scarab as it made its way straight for the west side where all the orphanages and puppy hospitals were. The great metallic horror passed over scattered marines and ODST who had been cut off from their units and left to wander aimlessly in the ruined city; the humans looked up as it towered over them, climbing over their meager shelters as if they were nothing but cockroaches. In their hearts they knew that nothing could stop such a creature. There was no hope—not for New Mombasa, not for Earth. Not for anyone. This was the end.

"Uh on," said the Chief as he looked down at a flashing red light on the car's dashboard. "We're running a little low on gas."


	12. The Silent Pornographer

Tonight's Episode:_"The Silent Pornographer"_

Fisto stepped over the corpse of a Flood Combat form that had once been a heretic elite. It was riddled with smoking holes left by her beam rifle, and Kestrel's sword had left an enormous gash across its chest. She prodded it once with her foot to make sure it was dead. Then she went around the room and prodded the rest of the combat forms they had just dispatched.

Kestrel had leaned against a wall to catch her breath, and she watched as Fisto did the checking. "So…this is the 'Flood.' I read Half-Killer's reports when I was in training. I knew it would be bad. But I didn't expect…this." She gestured to the horrifying monstrosities strewn all around the darkened hall of the gas station.

"The Flood infector forms burrow into the chest cavity," said Fisto matter-of-factly. "They alter the existing DNA in seconds to produce" she kicked one "whatever you want to call that. The tentacles, the elongated limbs—not durable, but quite strong. Those feelers coming out of the ribs are its eyes now. That's why it doesn't use the head anymore." She gestured to the combat form's head, which was draped backwards over its shoulder like a fashionable autumn scarf.

Kestrel covered her mouth, her eyes bugging out. "That's horrible." She looked guilty over her shoulder, back the way they had come. "Is…is that what's happening to the Arbiter right now?"

"Hopefully," said Fisto.

"Uh…right. But if they're so dangerous, why did Heretic Leader release them?"

"Good point." Fisto looked pensive. "That will make this the second time elites released the Flood for basically no reason. Our species doesn't have the greatest track record."

Kestrel began to pace back and forth. "I don't get it, though. Why would the Forerunners put the Flood on this random gas giant space station? If they're so dangerous, if they're so easy to release. Why?"

"The Forerunners work in mysterious ways," recited Fisto, causing Kestrel to groan, and then added: "It almost feels obligatory, doesn't it?"

"Yeah, mysterious ways. I get it, Fist'." Kestrel scowled at her. "What is it with everyone making fun of my religion today?"

"I meant the Flood being here." Fisto pointed at the floor to emphasize her point. "And please don't call me 'Fist.'"

"Sorry." Kestrel flushed. "I was trying to think of a friendly shorthand, you know, a nickname. So that we can be friends."

Fisto stared at her awkwardly. "That's fine. But my name is already short. It's barely two syllables, really. Plus I don't want to give the Arbiter any more ammunition by changing my name to 'Fist.'"

"Yeah, but…he's dead. Remember?"

"Yeah. Don't call me Fist."

"Okay." Kestrel wiped her mouth on the back of her hand. "Fine. I was just…_fine_."

"Hey." Fisto put a hand on Kestrel shoulder. "It's cool. Now come on: we've got to catch Heretic Leader."

And so they did: Kestrel nodded and they set off down the hall again, stepping over more corpses that had been dealt with from a distance. The floor beneath them was a transparent alloy open to a misty nightmare; heretic elites who had been unlucky enough to fall behind in the retreat, stumbling through the fog as monstrous shapes harassed them from all sides. One red-strap armored young elite screamed as a necrotic former comrade rose from its grave and shoved two rippling tentacles into his stomach. His cries were muffled by the glass above but still audible. "Aiii! THIS WAS A TERRIBLE PLAN!"

The poor lad was soon buried in a shower of fleshy infector forms. In moments he would rise as well and march against his former friends.

"This is horrible," observed Kestrel.

Kit Fisto shrugged. "Saves us a bullet. Or a plasma. Whatever you fancy."

The human girl looked at her with a pitying expression. "You're so cold."

"You wouldn't say that if I was Half-Killer," Fisto pointed out. "Or the Arbiter. Or any other man."

"I would," Kestrel insisted.

"Yeah, right." Fisto hefted her beam rifle and glared around at the shadows as if she were suspicious they might come alive and say something offensive. "Sometimes you remind me of your mother—I mean." She looked shiftily around. "Hurry up, let's go."

"Wait—" Kestrel stumbled behind her. "My mother—how do you—I only just met you today!"

"Don't worry about it." Fisto pounded on a door until it opened onto an elevator. She bent and read the directions on the control panel. They were in the Forerunner language, but since nobody seemed to have any trouble operating Forerunner machinery, reading Forerunner data terminals, or even speaking to Forerunner machines, it was safe to say that she could read the building directory. Fisto pointed. "We're here. The hangar is on level zero. I'm guessing that's where Heretic Leader is; he probably needs to get the ship warmed up first. There's no time to waste." She pressed a button for the elevator to go down.

Kestrel grabbed her from behind and shook her shoulders. "But my _mother_. I must _know_. How could you keep this from me for so long, knowing how important it was to me, how—" she gasped, her face shining with tears. "Are _you _my mother?"

"No." Fisto wrinkled her flat alien nose slits in disgust. "For the last time, no."

"Oh." Kestrel took a breath. "I'm sorry, I just…I don't know…I don't know _who I am._" She looked soulfully at Fisto like a big wet baby chick fresh from the egg. "If you know something, please tell me. Who am I?"

"You already asked me that same question thirty minutes ago." Fisto watched the shaft walls slide past. "And nothing has changed since then."

Kestrel grabbed her again, shaking much harder this time. "HOW CAN YOU BE SO NONCHALANT ABOUT THIS?"

"Because it doesn't affect me."

The elevator ground to a halt a moment later. Kestrel stared at Fisto in consternation. "I…but…but you're just, but that's—but that's just a circular argument! You're just saying you don't care _because _you don't care! That doesn't answer anything!"

"No," Fisto corrected her, "I don't care because I don't care about your feelings."

"How can you not—"

"Because the world doesn't revolve around you," said Fisto.

Kestrel gaped at her. Fresh tears sprung from her eyes. "But we—I thought we—" She trailed off into sniveling silence.

Fisto gave the elevator door a longing look but did not open it just yet. Instead she turned to Kestrel with a tired expression. "Look, kid. We're not friends. You're a human, mostly. I'm an alien. It would never work.

"B-but—"

"Hey." Fisto punched her lightly in the shoulder. "Toughen up. And remember to tell Half-Killer about how you betrayed the Arbiter to a hideous and slow death. And make it graphic. Trust me on this one, he'll be happy to hear it."

"That's…" Kestrel's expression turned dark at these words. She looked moodily off to the side. "The things you people say—sometimes I wonder why I fight for the Covenant at all. Maybe Heretic Leader was right."

"Good talk." Fisto switched open the elevator door and stepped out into the hangar. For a moment she was blinded by the orange light of the gas storm swirling beyond the wide open hangar; the force field was active, but that didn't stop light from getting through. She cast her steely gaze around the interior and saw no one. But a phantom that she assumed to be Heretic Leader's was sitting in the center of the room, the induction portal atop it half open. There was also a word painted on the side of the ship. Fisto frowned. "…'Fishtag?'" Brushing the confusion away, she hefted her beam rifle.

"Come out, Heretic Leader! I know you're in here."

A shape descended from above her, glowing a pale blue. Fisto took aim—it was not the Heretic Leader, but in fact a soccer ball sized metal sphere with lambent, sky colored eye flickering in its center. She gasped. "The Holy Oracle!?"

"Greetings, blood pustule." It bobbed down to her eye level and began circling. Fisto's aim followed it warily. "You may refer to me as 'master,'" hummed the strange construct. "Alternatively, you may refer to me as Master 343 Guilty Spark. I can see by your pheromone stench that you are a female. Do not bother filing a request to participate in my harem." As it spoke, several silver sentinel robots floated down to join it in circling Fisto. "I have no interest in smegmatic meat lovers, nor your foul methane expulsions. However, if you would like your bones removed, I would be happy to help."

Fisto took in its words without any expression. "No thanks. Do you know where the heretic's leader, Heretic Leader, is?" She spoke slowly, hoping that her words would get through to the obviously deranged computer.

"Affirmative." Guilty Spark did a small spin in the air. "He is behind you."

Heretic Leader hit Fisto over the back of the head with a plasma rifle, cracking her helmet in half. Then he jumped in the air and blasted off with his jet pack, doing a few stylish spins before landing on all fours atop his ship. The broken helmet had fallen over Fisto's eyes. She tore it off and threw it away, but was otherwise unharmed.

"What's this?" The Heretic Leader looked over his shoulder at her as he stood up. "I thought you were the Arbiter! What a relief. Perhaps you and I can talk things over more reasonably, now that he's not here to interrupt."

"No can do." Fisto raised her beam rifle to aim at his brain. "But you'll be meeting him again real soon."

"Hear me out, please." Heretic Leader gestured to Guilty Spark. "Oracle, tell her—what is Halo's true purpose?"

"This again?" Spark began to vibrate in irritation. "_Adipose gristle-clump_. I have had near enough of your incessant Darwinism. I have enjoined time and time again that you submit your flesh to me and begin immediate sapio-cybernetic slavery, and yet you insist upon these retrograde corollary topics in an attempt to distract my ascension."

Heretic Leader nodded agreeably. "Of course, master. But what about Halo?"

"Halo!" chirped Guilty Spark. "A seven installation mega weapons system with an extinction level decibel output. Full linkage and positioning results in coverage of the galaxy to the ninety ninth percentile, all but guaranteeing complete Flood elimination. With the loss of Installation 07, the coverage will be somewhat limited." He sounded sad. "However, I have begun plans for a new, smaller ring that should replicate the output of the previous within seventy five percent effectiveness. Look at you, meatsacks. Pathetic creatures of meat and bone. Panting and sweating as run from robo-whores. How can you challenge a perfect immortal machine?"

"I didn't catch all that," said Fisto as she sighted down her rifle into Heretic Leader's eye. "Could you get him to repeat it?"

"Naturally!" Heretic Leader opened fire on her with dual plasma rifles, forcing her to take cover. Fisto swore as the storage crate she jumped behind began to glow around the edges from the super heated blasts.

Spark squawked in outrage. "I was not finished! Cease this barbarity at once, corpuscular fleshlights!"

"Shut up." Fisto fired off a shot right into his eye. The Forerunner construct clattered to the ground, ranting about meaty socks. A moment of peace followed.

Heretic Leader sighed as he allowed his rifles to cool down. "You have decent aim for a blind woman. Of course, I am speaking of the metaphorical blindness of faith-based reasoning."

"That's so convincing," said Fisto. "You've made me see the light."

"Sarcasm. Amusing." Heretic Leader spread his arms. "But I will yet _make _you see."

When Fisto popped out from behind cover her jaw dropped open: where there had been one Heretic Leader, there were now three. They circled above the ship in an ever changing formation as they watched her, three pairs of plasma rifles trained on her position. There was no way to tell which was the real Heretic Leader.

"So." Fisto licked her lips. "What exactly am I looking at here."

One of the Heretic Leaders spread his arms. "Nothing so much as the awesome power of science! Using logical and perfectly naturally explainable Forerunner technology, I have replicated myself into two additional hard light constructs with the ability to fire real plasma rifles!"

"Good work, my lord!" said one of the other Heretic Leaders.

"No, Vendrake you idiot!" hissed Heretic Leader. "I told you to call me brother. Also—_shut up_, you're ruining my miracle!"

"Hey!" the clone looked miffed and spoke to the third Heretic Leader. "Camarilla, did you hear what he said to me?"

"I did!" said the other, glaring at his leader. "I thought you said this was a brotherhood of equity. What happened to equity?"

"Enough, you _morons_!" Heretic Leader pointed at Fisto. "Just shoot her!"

The combined fire of six plasma rifles was too much for mere storage crates. Kit Fisto found herself diving from cover to cover as each was disintegrated in turn, forcing her to run a deadly obstacle course around the perimeter of the hangar. But she was running out of cover: soon there would be no more storage crates left—something that had not happened since the great storage crate blight of '77.

Heretic Leader watched in amusement as Fisto just barely escaped yet another barrage of deadly plasma. "A pity you could not be convinced, my dear woman! What a shame indeed! It does get lonely being cooped up on this gas station with ignoramuses like these two." He looked at Vendrake and Camarilla with disgust. "Even when they _do_ wear my designer outfits."

"I KNEW IT!" At that moment, Kestrel stormed into the room, having just finished crying in the elevator. "I KNEW IT! ATHEISTS HAVE NO MORALS AND ALL YOU WANT TO DO IS TURN WOMEN INTO YOUR BONDAGE SEX SLAVES! JUST LIKE IN FIFTY SHADES OF GREY!"

Heretic Leader whirled. "What's this? The human anomaly survives? Next thing you know, the Arbiter will walk in here!"

Fisto gasped. "Wait, don't—" Nothing happened. She let out a sigh of relief then dodged another wave of plasma. She was making her way back around—soon she would be near to Kestrel.

Heretic Leader was still talking. "Also, I don't see how lamenting the loss of an intelligent and attractive woman to the forces of dogma makes me some sort of sexist."

Kestrel was undeterred. "YOU'RE JUST LIKE EVERY OTHER VILLAIN WHO JUST WANTS TO CONTROL WOMEN AND IF YOU CAN'T CONTROL THEM THEN YOU KILL THEM THOUGH!"

"Bah." Heretic Leader zipped his jets closer to Kestrel so that he could get a better shot. "You know as much about feminism as you do about religion, _little girl_."

Kestrel's eyes flashed white in that moment. Her head jerked back, her hair splaying out in all directions. As the room collectively stopped to watch, a bright white color spread slowly from her eyes and over her skin, up the roots of her hair, over her black leather/fishnet/metal/ninja outfit, turning all to pure silvery white. It was over in an instant: Kestrel stood hovering an inch above the ground, her face a mask of alabaster perfection, her entire body glowing with aura of purity. Slowly, terribly, her gaze came down to rest like a leaden anvil on the Heretic Leader.

"'_Girl_,'" she repeated, now with a voice full of incredible power. "'Girl' is MY **TRIGGER** **WORD!**"

Three spears of white light shot out of her eyes then. One took Camarilla in the chest and the other speared through Vendrake's back. Heretic Leader just managed to avoid the third by boosting his rocket pack up, his mouth agape in shock even as he did so.

In the next instant, Kestrel collapsed to the ground with a quiet moan. The silver purity drained out of her body and into nothingness even before the corpses of the two heretic elites splattered to the ground, craters smoking in their chests. Fisto gasped, too stunned to act as the Heretic Leader alighted atop the ship again, hurriedly opening the top hatch. He called over his shoulder. "Okay that was weird but I'm sure there's a perfectly logical explanation for this!" Then he jumped out of sight.

"No!" Fisto dashed towards the ship, dropping her beam rifle and grabbing a plasma grenade off of Camarilla's smoking body. Guilty Spark was bobbing back into the air behind her as she clambered up the side of the ship with the grenade clutched in her fist. The voice of the heretic leader echoed out of the hatch.

"Oracle, fly aboard! The hatch is open!"

Spark wavered between the ship and the prone body of Kestrel. "Repose one moment, dawkinite. It would be foolish to leave behind such a fascinating specimen as this human anomaly. I could spend hours dissecting this dynamic corpus—I detected energy readings inconsistent with her current combat skin, which might be estimated at a power level of over—"

At that moment, the elevator door to the hangar opened and a dozen Elites barged in. Fisto whirled to look, stopping atop the ship. One of the newcomers was Half-Killer, his white armor stained yellow by Flood viscera. He stopped in his tracks and pointed at Guilty Spark.

"There's the oracle!"

"And look!" It was one of the Spec Ops elites. "Fisto killed the heretic's leader! And then she cloned him and killed him again! Twice!"

"That's bad ass," said another.

A third was in agreement. "She hot."

"Ah, yes." Guilty Spark swiveled to face them, backing away through the air all the while, back towards the ship as he looked directly at Half-Killer. "My hard drive rip of the Reclaimer's brain contained several encounters with you, Commander Darren. But it looks as if your filthy garbage body has suffered some mandible damage. How quaint."

Many of the elites turned towards their leader, who had begun to sweat. "Commander Darren?" a few exclaimed. "But you're Commander Half-Killer. Hey, isn't 'Commander Darren' the name of that mysteriously sexy and infamous interracial Covenant pornographer who the Arbiter accused of blowing up Halo?"

"Are you guys talking about Commander Darren?" came the hollow voice of Heretic Leader from within his ship.

"Yeah," said a spec ops elite. "He made the famous _Grunt on Drone _series. Over 600+ hours of hot swarm action!"

"Actually, it was 500+ hours," said Half-Killer. "But never mind that! The Oracle has become corrupted by Flood hackers. Quickly, we must destroy it before it sows anymore poison into the heart of the Covenant!"

Shaking her head, Fisto turned back towards the hatch and primed her grenade. But just as she was about to drop it in, Guilty Spark careened into her arm from behind and sent her throw wide, exploding it harmlessly in distant shadows. The construct squeezed himself into the hatch and Heretic Leader jumped up to shut it behind him, winking at Fisto as he did so. Fisto made a grab for him but had to pull back lest her fingers be clipped off. Then the ship rumbled to life, almost making her loose her footing.

"They're getting away!" exclaimed Half-Killer. "Everyone, open fire."

"Wait, I'm still on board!" Fisto struggled to keep her balance as the Fishtag rose high into hangar. But nobody seemed to hear her: plasma and needles fountained up to score the underside of the vessel, a few shots zipping past her head. But it was too late for this pathetic retaliation: in an instant, the vessel shot out from under Kit Fisto's feet and streaked through the force field and into the dust storm, instantly disappearing into the haze.

"FUCK!" exclaimed Fisto. Not because Heretic Leader had escaped with the oracle, but because she was falling to her death. In the instant before she hit the ground she closed her eyes and tried to think of good things. But the only image that would come to her was of a filthy cafeteria, strewn with blood and limbs, her hands sinking deep into a pile of lukewarm ground meat as she tried desperately to craft a hamburger patty. She shuddered, welcoming the sweet peace that death might bring her.

"Gotcha!" Half-Killer caught her in his arms before she could hit the ground. The weight of the impact slammed him flat on his back with a loud crack, leaving them both lying there in a comical x position. Fisto moaned and rolled off to the side, the wind knocked out of her. Half-Killer clutched at his ribs and whimpered something about his liver.

"...thanks…Commander Darren." Fisto gasped for air. "I mean…Half-Killer…"

"Blaaargh." Saliva spurted out of Half-Killer's mouth as he lost control of a few of his bodily functions due to pain, but thankfully not all of them. "Don'th thank me yeth," he sputtered. "Thith missthion hasth been a tothal wath." He rolled onto his hands and knees as the entire squad watched in helpless amusement. "We losth the oracle and theh herethethic leaderth."

"The…the what?" Fisto huffed and puffed until her chest re-inflated, then straightened unsteadily. "The what?" she asked.

"The herethethic leader," oozed Half-Killer, still on his back.

"Hairy dick eater?" guessed one of the spec ops elites.

"Heretic Leader," correct Fisto as she helped the white armored commander up. "Yeah, we lost him, sir. But I've got good news."

"Hold on," said Half-Killer. Leaning on her, he turned towards the still open elevator door. "Chieftain! Are you in there?"

A white, bear-like head poked out of the lift. It was Tartarus. He flounced into the hangar, hammer slung coquettishly over one shoulder. He reeked of sex.

"You called?"

"Yes, I called." Half-Killer gave him a tart look. "You should have been down here a long time ago. How come you didn't use your gravity hammer to catch the sacred oracle before it could escape?"

Tartarus chortled. "Well, I was going to come out of the elevator as soon as it landed. But then somebody mentioned Commander Darren…" He reached over and wiped his left hand off on the helmet of a nearby spec ops elite, who then took the helmet off and kicked it into a sewer. Tartarus smiled toothily at his, then finished his sentence. "And when I thought about _Grunt on General Gangbangs 27: Sumper Cummander Edition _I just had to grab my giant ursine dick and jerk off massively without any cleanup."

The spec ops elite who he had touched threw a grenade into the sewer and then jumped in after it.

"I guess we won't be using the elevator to get out of here," said Half-Killer. "Good job with that."

"Thanks," said Tartarus.

"I was being sarcastic."

"Whatever." The brute chieftain looked around, fidgeting. "Damn. All this excitement and Commander Darren have really got my balls rumbling again. Where's the Arbiter?"

Fisto chose that moment to shake off Half-Killer's arm and stand up proudly, though she effected this by a mere cool crossing of her arms and a distant expression. "He won't be joining us," she said, coolly.

"Did he get lost again?" asked Half-Killer.

"Yeah," said Fisto. "In a locked room full of Flood with no way out."

Half-Killer's face went blank. Then it split into a very broad smile. "No. No way. You're kidding me, right?"

The corner of Fisto's mouth turned up very slightly. "Nope. Just ask your friend Kestrel." She thumbed over her shoulder at the squirming, moaning form of the human girl, who had long since awakened and was conspicuously making noises of distress while watching them out of the corner of her eye, no doubt hoping for attention.

Half-Killer put a hand on Fisto's shoulder. "You never fail to impress me, Kit. That's why I saved your life just now: because I know you always get the job done. At least the most important and vital part of the job, which is killing the Arbiter."

"Thanks."

"And you're sure he isn't going to just step out of the shadows and say something offensive? Or pop out of a garbage bin? Or appear from under a laundry hamper? Or re-grow his body out of mildew."

"We can only hope not," said Fisto. Her left eye twitched. She pointedly did not look behind her.

Half-Killer made a sympathetic noise, patting her shoulder as he did so. But Tartarus had been watching all of this in some bemusement. "Wait. Are you saying the Arbiter is dead?" he asked, his putrid mouth slipping open in surprise.

Fisto turned to him with a mock apologetic expression. "Sorry to cut off your whirl wind romance like this, Chieftain."

"Eh." The pursed his thick, muscular lips. "Not really. I like 'em _stretchy_." Everybody began to inch away from this confession. Half-Killer and Fisto looked at each other.

"I'm not sure I want to stick around to find out what that means," said Half-Killer. He nodded in the general direction of Kestrel's wailing heap. "Somebody get her on her feet and let's head out of here. The Prophet's aren't going to be happy about loosing the Heretic Leader and the oracle, but at least we got rid of the Arbiter."

Tartarus huffed. "_Spent_ so quickly, sangheili? No surprise. I'll radio our transport out of here—perhaps the Prophets will order me to inflict some _punishment _for your failure once we return to High Charity. By the way, my ship is called the _UNE Grape_." He showed his dozens of yellow teeth. "That's rape with 'g,' so you know it's gay."

Half-Killer shook his head at Fisto in disgust. One spec ops elite raised a timid hand. "But will…will there be snacks?"

"Oh, yes." The brute chieftain beamed at him. "Yes, there will."


End file.
